Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



THE ^ ; 



, / ■ 



IPt!nD(QI£ IP^mQ!L7 



IN 



P ji RI s. 



iY\ 



1 ' 

EDITED BY ( 



,TH] 



THOMAS BROWN, THE YOUNGER, 



ADTaOR or TR£ TWOPSNHT POST'BIG. 



Le Leggt delta Maschera richledono che una persona mas- 
cherata non sia salutata per nome da uno che la conosce mal- 
jE^rado il sao travestimento CagtigUime, 



-» ■' ■> i J 















J>rETF'YORK : 

PUBLISHED BY KIRK & Mliuiiir', ^ ,^ / ^^V / 

\ 



Wall-stpcet s V 



1818. 



•J 



V 



\.NVi.>s o.yv.^;wW'^~*-x-^'^-'"^ 



THE NIFTSr.y IBT 

PUBLIC LIBRAI^ 

584294 A 

ABTOR, LENOX AND 
TIiJ3£W FOUNDATIONS 



1932 



« 



• « 



. • 



« • 
« 



\z ^^••^ !*•; 



• - « • V 






• ••»»• • •» •* • 



PREFACE. 



In what manner the following Epistles 
came into my hands, it is not necessary for 
the public to know. It will be seen by Mr. 
Fudge's Second Letter, that he is one of 
those gentlemen whose Secret Services in 
Ireland, under the mild ministry of my Lord 
C OH, have been so amply and grate- 

fully remunerated. Like his friend and as- 
sociate, Thomas Reynolds, Esq. he had 
retired upon the reward M>f his honest in- 
dustry ; but has lately been induced to ap- 
pear again in active life, and superintend 
the training of that Delatorian Cohort^ which 
Lord S-^DM — TH, in his wisdom and beneva^ 
lence, has organized. 
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Whetlver Mr. Pxtdoe, himself, has jrct 
sa&de any discoveries, does not appear from 
Ae following pages ;— but much may be ex- 
pected from a person of his zeal and saga- 
city, and, indeed, to Aim, Lord S-^dm — th, 
and the Oreenland-bound ships, the eyes of 
kll lovers o^ discoveries are now most ahx^ 
iously directed, 

1 regret that I have been obliged to omit 
Mr. Bob Fudge^s Third Letter, concluding 
the adventures of his Day with the Dinner, 
Opera, &c. &c. — ^but, in consequence of 
some remarks upon Marinette'^s thin dra- 
pery, which, it was thought, might give ot 
fence to certain well-meaning persons, the 
manuscript was sent back to Paris for bis 
revision, and bad not returned when the last 
^heet was put to press. 

It will not^ I hope, be thought presump- 
tuous, if I take this opportunity of com* 
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j^laiuing of ^v vei^ 4ieriCHi« fnjmUce I have 
suiTered fitxn the pufalic. Da* Kinq wn^te 
a treatise to prove that Bei^tlev ^ vras^not 
the author of his owd book,'' and a simijar 
absurdity has^ been asserted of me^ in almost 
all the bestrioCormed li|@i^ry circli^. With 
,t|)e natme of i]kf real at|thor staring them 
in the face, they have yet persisted in attri- 
buting my works to other people ; and the 
fanae of the Twopenny Post-Bag — such as it 
is — having hovered doubtfully over various 
persons^ has at last settled upon the head 
of a certain little gentleman, who wears it, 
I understand, as complacently as if it actu- 
ally belonged to him ; without even the ho- 
nesty of avowing, with his o\yn favourite 
author, (he will excuse the pun) 

E7«a 6' 'Q MaPOS ajo* 

I can only add, that if any lady or gentle- 
man, euqous in such matters, will take the 
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trouble of calliiig at my lounge, 245 Picca- 
dilly, I shall have tiie honour of assuring 
them, in prcprid personA^ that I am— *his, 
iH'her, 

▼ery obedient 

and very humble servant, 

THOMAS &ROWN, the Younger.. 

SprUVf, IBIH. 









7 



if 

1 



k. \ 



liETTBR I. 

^ROM MtSS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS DOROTHY 
br CLONSKlLTY, IN IRELAND. 



Db^arDoll, while the tails of our houses are 

jplaitihg, 
The ttnnks tying on, and Papa, at the doof. 
Into very bad French is, as usual, translating 

His English resolve not to give a sous more, 
I sit down to write you a line— only think > 
A letter from France, with French pens and 

French ink. 
How delightful I though, would you believe it 

my dear ? 
I have seen nothing yet very wonderful here ; 
No adventure, no sentiment, far as we've come, 
But the corn-fields and trees quite as dull as at 

home ; 
And &ti^for the post-boy, his boots and his queue, 
1 miglit just as well be at Clonskilty with you i 
In vain, at Dessein^s, did I take from my trunk 
That divine fellow, Sterne, and fall reading 

" The Monk ;" 
In vain did I think of his charming Dead Ass, 
And remember the crust and the wallet — alas I 



ro 

No monks can be had now for love or for money, 
(All owu^, Pa says, to that infidel Boney ;) 
And, though one little Neddy we saw in our drive 
Got <^ classical Nampont, the beast was alive! 

By the by, though at Calais, Papa had a touch 
Of romance on the pier, which affected me much. 
At the sight of that spot; where our darling Dix- 

nviT 
Set the first of hu own dear legitimate feet,* 
(Modell'd out so exactly, and — God bless the 

mark ! 
'Tis a foot, Dolly, worthy so Grand a Monarque) 
He ^claimed, ''Oh mon Roi I" and, with tear- 
dropping eye, 
Stood to gaze on the spot — while some Jacobin, 

nigh, 
Mutter'd out with a shrug (what an insolent 

thing !) . 
*' Ma foi, he be right — 'tis de Englishman's King : 
And dat grospied de cochon — begar, me vil say 
Dat de foot look mosh better, if tum'd toder 
way." 

There's the pillar, too— JiOrd I I had nearly for- 
got— 

* To commemorate ihe landing of Louis le DesirS fnmi 
England, the Impreanon of his foot is mariced oat on die pier 
at Calais, and a pillar with an inscriptioo raised oppo^te to 
the spot 
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What a charmingidea i-^rais'd closft to the spot t 
The mode heing now^ (as you've heard, I sup- 
pose,) 
To huild tombs over legs,* and raise pillars to 
toes. 



* 



This IS all that's occurr'd sentiment^ as yet, 
£xcept, indeed, some little flow'r*ii}mphs we've 

met, 
Who disturb one's romance with pecuniary 

viiews, 
Flinging flow'rs in your path, and then-— bawl- 
ing for Bou$ ! 
And some picturesque be^^ars, whose multitudes 

seem 
To recall the good days of the ancien regime^ 
All as ragged and brisk, you'll be happy to learn, 
And as thin as they were in the time of dear 
SterNb. 

Our party consists, in a neat Calais job, 
Of Papa and myself, Mr. Connor and Bob. 
You remember how sheepish Boift look'd at Kii- 

randy. 
But, Lord ! he's quite alter'd— they've made him 

a dandy ; 
A thing, you know, whisker'd, great-coated, and 

lac'd, 

* Ci-git la jainbe de, Ac. 4cc. 
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Like an hour-^ass, exccfedingly small in tb0 

waist: 
Quite a new sort of creatures, unknown yet to 

scholars, 
With heads, so immovahly stuck in shirt-collan, 
That seats like our music-stools soon must he 

found thein. 
To twirl, when the creatures may wish to look 

round them ! 
In short, deqr, ** a Dandy" describes what I mean, 
And Bob's far the best of the genus I've seen : 
An improving young man, fond of learning, am- 
bitious. 
And goes now to Paris to study French dishes. 
Whose names — think, how quick !— he already 

knows pat, 
A la braise, petits pdtSsy and — rwhat d'ye call that 
They inflict onpotjEilQfis ?*-oh ! maUre d*h6tdr-^ 
I assure you, dear. Polly, he kno^S them as 

well 
As if nothing but these all his life he' had eat. 
Though a bit of them Bobbt has never touched 

yet; 

But just knows the names of French dishes ai(4 
cooks, 

As dear Pa knows the titles of authors and bookn. 
As to Pa, what d'ye thiok ?— Hjaind, it's all eiktre 

■ ■ ■ i 



\ 



t3 

Bttt you know, love, I nevel keep secrets from 

you — 
Why, he's writing a book — what ! a tale ? a ro* 

mance ? 
No, ye Gods, would it were t — ^but his Travels 

in France ; 
At the spedal desire (he let out t'other day) 
Of his friebd and his patron, my Lord C — 8- 

TL R-GH, 

Who said, *' My dear Fudge " I forget th' 

exact words, 
And, it's strange, no one ever remembers my 

Lord's ; 
But 'tWas something to say that, as all must allow 
A good orthodox work is much wanting just now. 
To expound to the world the new — thingummie 

— ^science. 

Found out by the — ^what's-its-name — Holy Alli- 
ance, 

And prove to mankind that their rights are but 

folly. 
Their freedom a joke, (which it i>, you know, 

Dolly,) 
'' There's none," said his Lordship, *' if/ may 

be judge, 
Half so fit for this great undertaking as Fudge 1" 

The matters soon settled — Pa flies to the Row, 
CVhe first atage yeur tourists now usually go) 



o 
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Setfts ail ftr bis quarto— ad7ei!ti»esieiate 

praises — 
Starts pdst froia the dopr^ with hji% tidiAets-*- 

French phrases-— 
^* Scott's Visit," of course— in short, cv*rj thing 

ke ha$ 
An author can want, except words and ideas : 
And lo ! the first thing, in the spripg of the year. 
Is Phil, Fudge at the front of a Qjuarto, my dear ! 

But, hiess me, my paper's near out, so I'd hetter 
Draw fast to a close : — ^this exceeding lon^ letler 
Tou owe to a dijeuner a lafourcheUty 
Which Bobby windd have, and is hard at ityeK 
What's next ? oh, the tutor, the lapt of the party. 
Young Connor : they say he's so like Bona- 
parte, 
His nose and his chin-->^which Pa rather dreads, 
As the Bourbons, you know, are suppressing all 

heads 
That resemble old Nap'9, and who knows bu^ 

their honours 
May think, in their fright, of suppressing pooip 

Connor's? 
Au raUj (as yte say) the young lad's welt, 

Only talks much of Athens, Rome» virtue, and 

stuff; 
A third c0u«iQ tf ours, by the wnf— poor as Joli, 
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(Hiougti of roydl ^esc^Qt liy tibe tiik ^£ 
Mamma) 
Add for charity made private tutor to Bob-^ 
Enire nous^ too,ft Papnl^-^howl^'rad of Pa ! 

This is all, dear, — forgive me for brenking off 

thus ; 
But Bolt's dSjeitner*$ done, and Papa's in a (v»^, 
P. S. 

B. F, 

Mow provoking of Pa ! he ^ill not let me stop 
Joit to run in and rummage some milUner's 
shop ; 
And my di^ in Paris, I blush to think on it. 
Must now, Doll, be made in a hideous low boo* 
net 
But Paris, dear Paris !— oh, there will be joy i 
And romance, and high bonnets, and Madam L& 
Roi !* 



^ * A ctkikimted mantua-Maker in Nrii. 

i' 



LETTER II. 

FROM raiL. FITDGE, 9Sg. TO TSB tORD VIS- 
COUNT C— H. 

Paris. 

At length, my Lord, I have the bliss 
To date to you a line from this 
'* Demoraliz'd" metropolis ; 
Where, by plebeians low and scurvy 
The throne was tum'd quite topsy-turvy, 
And Kingship, tumbled from its seat, 
** Stood prostrate" at the people's feet- 
Where (still to use your Lordship's tropes) 
The, level of obedience slopes 
Upward and downward, as the stream 
0£ hydra faction kicks the beam /* 
Where the poor palace changes masters 

Quicker than a snake its skin. 
And Louis is roll'd out on castors, 

While Boney's borne on shoulders in :— «^ 
But where, in every change, no doubt. 

One special good your Lordship traces, — 
That Hifi the Kings alone turn out} 

The Ministers still keep their places. 

* This excellent imitation of the noble Lord's style show, 
how deeply Mr. Fudge must have studied his great original 
Irish oratory, indeed, abounds with such startling peculiarities 
Thus the eloquent Counsellor B ', in describing somi 

hypocritical pretender to charity, said — ** He put his hand ii 
his breeches pocket, like a crocodile, and,** &c. Ac. 
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How oft, dear Viscount C cif, 

Pre thought of thee upon the way, 
As in my job (what place could be 
More apt to wake a thodght of thee f) 
Or, oftener far, when grarely sitting 
Upon my dickey, (as is fitting ^ 
For him who writes a Tour, that he 
May more of men and manners see,) 
I've thought of thee and of thy glories, 
Thou guest of Kings, and King of Tories ! 
Reflecting how thy fame has grown 

And spread, beyond man's usualshare. 
At home, abroad, till thou art known, 

Like Major Semple, every where ! 
And marv'lting with what pow'rs of breath 
Your Lordship, having speech'd to death 
Some hundreds of your fellow-men, ' 
Next speech'd to Sovereigns' ears,-^and when 
Ail Sovereigns else were doz'd, at last 
Speech'd down the Sovereign'^ of Belfast. 
Oh ! 'mid the praises and the trophies 
Thou gain'st from Morosophs and Sophis ; 

* The title of the chief magiatrate of Bel&st, bdRore whom 
Bis Lordship (with the " studium immane loquendi*' attribu- 
ted by Ovid to that chattering and rapacious class of birds, 
tlie pies) delivered sundry long andself-gratulatory orations, 
on his return from the Continent. It was at one of these Irish 
dinners that his gallant brother, Lord S. proposed the hbalth 
of " The best cavalry oflScer in Europe — the Regent ."' * 
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Mid all th^ tnbntes to thy Ikae, 

There's one thott shcnildst be chiefly pleas'd 
at— 
That IrelaDdgives her finuff thy name, 

And C GH^s the thidg now sneezM at J 

Bat hold, my pen ! — a truce to praising — 

Though e'en your Lordship ivill allow 
The theme's temptations are amazing ; 

But time and ink run short, and noW) 
(As thou would say, my guide and teacher 

In these gay metaphoric fringes,) 
I must embark into the feature 

On which this letter chiefly hinges ; — ^ 
My Book, the Book that is to prove — 
And will, so help ye Sprites above. 
That sit on clouds, as grave as judges, 
Watching the labours of the Fx/does 1 — 
Will prove that all the world at present, 
Is in a state extremely pleasant : 
That Europe— thanks to royal swords 

And bayonets, and the Duke commanding — 
Enjoys a peace which, like the Lord's, 

Passeth all human understanding : 
That France prefers her go-cart King 

To such a coward scamp as Boney — 
Though round, with fsach a leading-string, 

* Verbatim from one of the noble Viscount's speeclie«-— 
'* And now, Sir, I must embark into the feature on h Ittcfa 
th'u Question chieflj bing£8.** 
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Tber^ staadeth ^^aoy a Rofalc^^e|r» 
For fear the ebubby^ tottering thii^ 

Should fall, if left there l&My'paney : 
That Eoglaod, too, the laore her debts. 
The more she spends, the richer gets ; 
And that the Irish, grateful nation ! 

Remember when by ^ftee reign'd over. 
And bless thee iw thy flagellation^ 

As Heloisa did her loyer l'^ 
That Poland, left for Rassia's luneh* 

Upon the side-board, snug reposes ; 
While Saxony's as pleased as FuQch, 

And Norway on a bed of roses I 
That, as for some few million souls, 

Transferred by contract, bless the clods ! 
Ifhalf were strangled — Spaniards, Poles, 

And Frenchmen— 't wouldn't make much oddl^ 
So Europe's goodly Royal ones 
Sit easy on their sacred thrones ^ 
So Ferdii^and embroiders gaily, 
And Lpuis eats his salmi] dadly ; 
So time is left to Emperor Sandy 
To be half CsBsar and half Dandy i 
And G-— GE the R — © — t (who'd forget- 
That doughtiest chieftian of the set ?) 

• 

*Seeherl(etter9. 

HOMUOOTSS. 3i 



^„A chambers * .^^.^s knock 
Might come «» 

«»*«•■'' ^ nlprove-muchmore 

Than Q,««rt"' *'*Z post m vU. 

And thott, sw 
M, Journal, penn d by ^^^^^^^er. 

myson.iny^»f'*J^,ttp\ace-hoWer^ 
^^holongs^o^ "j: JuWo'tsay^ 
l,^tbo«gbI«2 ;„,,bythe^vay. 

Extremely S" iV__onli/ one— 

To show Its spin 

,„, ^Went, after snack, 
.. M. ihiriyf^- ^^ „f St. Denny , 
"•J'°**'^fCssofagesback 
,Si,Vd o'er tbeK.n^, concierge a J^ 

"F«rmakingK«8^^^^^ereAay,f 
.. Was Aown the _ ^^^^^^ ^ . 

.. A Wife BourboD, b««eo 
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'^ Tbrice high aad puissant, we were tokl» 
** Though only twenty-four hours old ! • 
*' Hear this, thought I^ ye Jacotnns ; 
'' Ye Burdetts, tremUe in your skins I 

If Royalty, but ag'd a day, 

Can boast such hig^ and puissant sway, 
*^ What impious haod its pow'r would fixi 
«' Full fledg'd and wigg'dt at fifty-six!'' 

The arguo>ent's quite new, you see, 

And proves exactly Q. E. D.^ 

So now, with duty to the R— g — t, 

I am, dear Lord, 

Your most obedient, 

P. F. 

Hotel Breteuil, Rue Rivolij 

Neat lodgings — rather dear for me ; 

But BiDDr said she thought 'twould look 

Oenteeler thus to date my Boak, 

And Biddy's right — ^besides, it curries 

Some favour with our friends at Murray's, 

Who scorn what any man can say. 

That dates from Rue St. Honors ! j: 



* Sa described oh the coffin \ " tres haute etpatesante frin* 
cesse, agSie d*«n joHr.** 

f There is » fulness and breadth 19 this povtrftit of iUiyalty^, 
vikich reminds us oi what Pliny saja, in speakii^ of Tnjaa's 
l^at qaiUilie«;^~**Bonne long^ fat^fue Principem ostentant?'» 

X Sect the Quarterly Revieiv for May, 18I6, wikereMr. Hob- 
bouse is accus^ of haviaif v^H^il ^ b^ ^^^ ^ hw:k street 
of fhe French capital.** 



LETTER m. 

FROM HR. BOB I^UDGE TO RICHAIId -, ESiftt 

I 

Oil Dick I you may talk of your vrritiDg and read- 

Your Logic and 6reek, but there'^s uothiog like 
feeding ; 

And this is the place for it, Dicky, you dog, 

Of all places on earth — the head quarters of Prog! 

Talk of England — her famM Magna Charta, I 
swear, is 

A htpnbug, a flam, to the Carte* at old Vdry's; 

And as for your Juries-^^— a;^ would not set o'er 
'em 

A Jury of Tasters, t with woodcocks before 'em ? 

Give Cartwrioht his Parliaments, fresh ererv' 

year- 
Pot those friends of short commons would never 
do here ; 

And, let Romilly speak as he will on the ques- 
tion, 

No Digest of Laws like the laws of digestion! 

• The BUI of Fare,— V^ry, a well-known Restaurateur. 

f Mr. Bob alludes particularly, I presume, to the famous 
^ury DSgUstateur, wfatcb used to assemble at the Hotel of M. 
Grimod de la Reynitre, and of which this modem Archestra- 
tUsWs given Ar account in his Ahnanaoh dtf Gaunouidr, 
cjoqwiae anii6e, p. 78. 
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By the by, Dick, / &tten — bnt nHmporte for that, 
'Tig the mode — ^yoar Legitimates always get fat. 
There's the R — c — t, there's Louis — and Boncy , 
tried too, 

Batjtho' some what imperial in patiQch,H wouldn't 

do : — 
He improy'd, indeed, much in this point, when 

he wed, 
But he ne'er gripw right royally fat in the heoff. 

'i 

Dick. Dick, what a place is this Paris !-^but 

- *■ 

stay- 
As my raptures may bore you, I'll just sketch a 

Day, 
Ai$ wepass it, myself and some comrades Pve got, 
Ail thoroughbred CHiostics, who know what is 

what. 

AAer (Jreaming some hours of the land of Co- 
caigne,^ 
That Elysium of all that la friand and nice. 
Where for bail they have bon-bons^ and claret 
for rain. 
And the skaiters in winter show off on cr«dm« 
ice ; 
Where to ready all nature its cookery yiehl% 
Mctcarom auparmesan grows in the fieldi ; 

* The fiMrj-land of cookeiy and gourmandia^ ; /* Pki^, oil k 
del ofire les vimodet toates, cuite«, et od, comine on parle, lu 
KiovettefttonbenttoutetXQtiet. Dn hHim^ c i ^iw r».*'-* i> » f* tt 
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Little birds fly about with the tnre pheasant taki^. 
And the geese are all born with ali?er complaint!* 
I rise — put on neck-cloth — stiff, tight, as can 

be— 
For a lad who goes into the world, DicK,lik«me, 
Should have his neck tied up, you know — there's 

no doubt of it — 
Almost as tight as some lads who go out of it. 
With whiskers well oil'd, and with boote that 

'* hold up 
" The mirror to nature*'— so bright you could 

snp 
Off the leather like china; with coat, too, that 

draws 
On the tailor, who suffers, a martyr's applause ! — 
Wkh head bridled up, like a four-in-hand leader? 
And stays — devil's in them — too tight for a feed- 
er, 
I strut to the old CafiS Hardy, which yet 
Beats the field at a dejeiiner a lafourchette. 

* The process by wbich Ae li^er ^ the iiiili»rtana€e gooseys 
enlai^ed, in order to produce that richest of all dainties, the 
/oM^as, ofwhich such renowned ;7a^^« are made at Stras- 
bourg and Toulouse, is thus described in the 'Cours Grastrotuh- 
mlfue .— ** On deplume Pestomac des oies ; on attache ensuUe 
«<l»aBim8nixaoxcbene^ d*mie ohemin^e, eton les noun^t 
<levant le feu. Iol captivitfi et la chaleur donncnt ft ces vola- 
liles une maladic hepatique^ qui fait gonfler leur fole" p. 20^. 
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There, Dick, what a breakiastt-rPb, V0| Hke 

your ghost 
Of a break&st in En^Und, your curst tea and 

toast ; 
But a side-board, you dog, where one's ^e roves 

about, 
Like a Turk's in the Haram, and. thence sin- 

gles out 
One's pcUi of larks, just to, tune up the throjit, ; 
One's small limbs of chickens, done enpapilloUf 
One's erudite cutlets, drest all ways but plain, 
Or one's kidnies — imagine, Dick— done Willi 

champagne ! 
Then, some glasses of Beaune^ to dilate-^r, 

mayhap, [of Nap, 

C%afn6er^>»,f which you know's the pet tip|^ 
And which Dad^ by the by, that legitimate «tick* 
• ler, [lar. — 

Much scruples to taste^ but Pm not ;so parti^'- 
Your coffee comes next, by prescription ; juad 

then, Dick, 's 
The coffee's ne'er-failing and glorious appendix, 
(If books had but such, my old Grecian, de- 
pend on't, 
I'd swallow ev'n W-^-tk — ^ns', forsake of the 

end on't ;) 
A neat ^ass of parfodUamovr^ which one sips 
Just as if bottled velvett tipp'd oirer one's lips ! 

• 

* The favourite wine of Napoleon, f Vtimars m bouUUle, 

3 
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^his repast being ended, anJ paid for — (how 

odd! 
THi a man's us'd to paying, there's some- 

thing so queer in't !) — 
Tite son now well out, and the girls all abroad. 
And the world enough air'd for us, Nobs, to 

appear in't, 
We lounge up the Boulevards, where— oh, 

Dick, the phizzes, 
The turn-outs, we meet — what a nation of 

quizzes ! 
Here toddles along some old figure of fan, 
With a coat you might date Anno Domini 1 ; 
A lac'd hat, worsted stockings, and — noble old 

soul ! 
A fine ribbon and cross in his best button-hole ; 
Just such as our Pr^ ^e, who nor reason nor 

fun dreads, fdreds.j 

Inflicts, without e'en a court-martial, on hun- 
Kere trips a grisette, with a fond, roguish eye, 
(Rather eatable things these grisettes by the by ;) 
And there an old demoiselle^ almost as fond, 
Jh a silk that has stood since the time of the 

Fronde. 



f It wms said b^ Wioqaefort, more than a hundred jeari 
ago» " Le Roi d'Angleterm fait seal plus de chevaliers que 
foas ies aatres Rois de la Chrettentg e^temble.*'— What 
vrouJd he 4fljr aoir i^ 



27 

There goes a Frei»eb Dandy^—- db, iMcJc ! jm- 

like some ones - 

We've seen about WHiTt's~tbLe MouDseers 

are but ram' ones ; 
Such hats !— j&t for monkeys— -I'd back Mr)* 

Draper: ^ 
To cut neater vreather-boards out-of brown ps^- 

^ per ; 
And coats— ^ow I wish, if it wotildoH distress 

'em, 
They'd club for old B — ^m — ^l, from Cdais, to 

dress 'em ! 
The collar sticks out from the neck such a 

space, 
That you'd swear 'twas the plan of this head- 
lopping nation, 
To leave there behind them a snug little place 
For the head to drop into, on decapitation i 
In short, what with mountebanks, Counts, and 

friseurs, 
Some aiummers by trade, and the rest ama- 

teurfr^— 
What with captains in new jockey-boots and 

silk breeches. 
Old dustmen with swinging great opera-hats, 
And shoeblacks reclining by statues in niches, 
There never was seen such a race of Jack 

Sprats I » 
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From the BouleTards— but hearken !— yes — as 
I'm a sinner, [ner ; 

The clock is just striking the half-hour to din- 
So no more at present— short time for adorn- 
ing— [ing. 
My Day must be finished some other fine mom- 
Now, hey for old B^autilliers'* larder, my 
boy! [Joy 
And, once there, if the Goddess of Beauty and 
Were to write ^^ Come and kiss me, dear Bob t^' 

I'd not bu^-i— 
Not a step, Dick, as sure as my name is 

R. Fudge. 

* A celebrated Restaurateur. 



LETTER IV. 



FROM PHELIM CONNOR TO 



" Return t'* — no, n«ver, while the wtthextog 

hand 
Of bigot power is on that hapless land ; 
While, for the faith my fathers held to God, 
E'en in the fields where free those Others trod, 
I am proscrihM, and — like the spot leA bare^ 
In IsraePs halls, to tell the proud and fair 
Amidst their mirth, that Slavery had been 

there—* 
On all Move, home, parents, friends, I trace 
The mournful mark of bondage and disgrace ! 
No ! — ^let them stay, who in their country's 

pangs 
See nought but food for factions and harangues ; 
Who yearly kneel before their masters' doors, 
And hawk their wrongs, as beggars do their 

sores ; 



* ** They use to leave a yard square of the wall of the 
bonse unjjlastered, on which they write, in lai^e letters, 
either the forementioned verse of the Psalmist (* If 1 forget 
thee, O Jerusalem,' &c.) or the words— *The memory of the 
desolation." ' Leo of Modena. 



3* 



30 



Still * let your * ♦ * * 

« « # # « * 

Still hope and suffer, all who can !— bat I, 
Who duist not hope, and cannot bear, must fly. 

fiut whither ?«-e7ery •where the scourge pur- 
sues — [views. 
Turn where he will, the wretched wanderer 
In the bright, broken hopes of all his race. 
Countless reflections of th' Oppressor's face ! 
Every-where gallant hearts, and spirits truey 
Are serr'd up Tictims to the vile and few ; 
While £****»*, every-where — the general 
foe [glow— 
Of Truth and Freedom; wheresoe'er they 
Is first, when tyrants strike, to aid the blow ! 

Oh, E ****** ! could such poor revenge 
atone [one ; 

For wrongs, (hat well might claim the deadliest 
Were it a vengeance, sweet enough to sate 
The wrietch who flies from thy intolerant hate, 
To hear his curses on such barbarous sway 
Echoed, where'er he bends his cheerless 
way ;— 

• I have thought it prudent to omit some parts of Mr. Phe- 
lim Connor^s leMer. He is evidently an intemperate young 
man, and has associated with his coosiiu, the Fudges, to very 
little purpose. 
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Coald this content faim, every lip be meets 
Teems for his vengeance with such poisonous 

sweets ; 
Were this his laxnry, never is thy name 
Pronounced, but he doth banquet on thy shame ; 
Hears maledictions ring from every side ^^ 

Upon that grasping power, that selfish pride, 
Which vaunts its own, and scorns all rights be- 
side; 
That low and desperate envy, which to blast 
A neighbour's blessings, risks the few thou 

hast : — 
That monster. Self, too gross to be conceaPd, 
Which ever lurks behind thy profl^r'd shield ;— 
That faithless crafl, which^ iii thy hour of need, 
Can court the slave, can swear he shall be freed, 
Yet basely spurns him, when thy point is gain'd, 
Back to his masters, ready gaggM and chainM ! 
Worthy associate of that band of Kings, 
That royal, rav'ning flock, whose vampire wings 
O'er sleeping Europe treacherously brood. 
And fan her into dreams of promis'd good, 
Of hope, of freedom — but to drain her blood! 
Uthus to hear thee branded be abUss 
That Vengeance loves, there's yet more sweet 

than this — 
That was an Irish head, an Irish heart, 
Made thee the fall'n and tarnish'd thing thou art ; 
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That, as the Cetitaqr* gave tb' infected vest 
In which he died, to rack bis conqueror's breast, 
We sent thee C gh : — as heaps of dead 

Have slain their slayers by the pest they spread^ 
So hath our land breathed out — thy fame to dim, 
Thy strength to waste, and rot thee, soul and^ 

limb — 
IJer worst infections all condensed in him ! 



When will the world shake off such yokes ? oh, 

when 
Will that redeeming day shine out on men. 
That shall bekold them rise, erect and free 
As Heav'n and Nature meant mankind should be I 
When Reason shall no longer blindly bow 
To the vile pagod things, that o'er her brow. 
Like him of Jaghernaut, drive trampling now ; 
Nor Conquest dare to desolate God's earth ; 
Nor drunken victory, with a Nero's mirth. 
Strike her lewd harp amidst a people's groans ; 
But, built on love, the world's exalted thrones 
Shall to the virtuous and the wise be given — 
Those bright, those sole Legitimates of Heaven ! 

* Membra et Herculeos toros 

Urit lues Nesaea. ■ 

llle, iUe Wctor vincitar. 

Smic. BerctU, (Kt, 
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When will this be ? — or, oh ! is it, in truth. 
But one of those sweet, day-break dreams of 

youth. 
In which the Soul, as round her morning springs, 
'Twixt sleep and waking, sees such dazzling 

things !* 
And must the hope, as vain it is bright. 
Be all giv'n up ?^-and are they only right, 
Who say this world of thinking souls was made 
To be by Kings partition'd, truck'd, and weighed 
In scales that, ever since the world begun, 
Have counted millions but as dust to one ? 
Are they the only wise, who laugh to scorn 
The rights, the freedom to which man was bom '^ 
Who * * ♦ * # * 
» » » « i» » » 

Who, proud to kiss each separate rod of power. 
Bless, while he reigns, the minion of the hour ;' 
Worshiji each would-be God, that o'er them 

moves. 
And take the thundering of his brass for Jove's ! 
If this be wisdpm, then farewell, my books; 
Farewell, ye shrines of old, ye classic brooks, 
Which fed my soul with currents, pure and fair. 
Of living Truth, that now must stagnate there ! — 
Instead of themes that touch the lyre with light, 
Instead of Greece, and her immortal fight 
For Liberty, which once awak'd my strings, 
Welcome the Grand Conspiracy of Kings, 
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The High Legitimates, the Holy Band, 
Who, bolder ev'n than He of Sparta's land, 
Against whole millions, panting to be free, 
Would guard the pass of right-line tyranny 1 
Instead of him, th' Athenian bard, whose blade 
Had stood the onset which his pen portrayed, 
Welcome * * * * * * 

* « « « « * 41 

And, 'stead of Aristtdes — ^wo the day 

Such names should mingle ! — welcome C— 

GfH ! ' 

Here break we off, at this unhallow'd name, 
Like priests of old, when words ill-omen?d came. 
My next shall tell thee, bitterly shall tell, 
Thoughts that * * -. * * * 
* » # 4f # * * 

Thoughts that — could patience hold — 'twere 

wiser far 
To leave still hid and burning where they are ! 



LETTER V, 

FROM MISS BIDDT FUDGE TO MISS DOROTHT 

What a time since I wrote ! — Vm a sad, naughty 

girl- 
Thongb, like a tee-totam, I'm all in a twirl, 
Yet e'en (as you wittily say) a tee-totnm 
Between all its twirls gives a ktter to note 'em. 
But, Lord, SQch a place ! and then, Doi.ly, my 

dresses. 
My gowns, so divine !-~there's no langu£^e eX' ' 

presses, 

Except just the two vrords ** superbe," ** mag- 

nifique," 
The trimmings of that which I had home last 

week! 
It is call'd — I forget — a la — something which 

sounded 
Like alicampane — but, in truth, I'm confounded 
And bother'd, my dear, 'twixt that troublesome 

boy's 

(Bob's) cookery language, and Madame le 
Roi's : 

What, with fillets of roses, and fillets of ved, 

Things garni with lace, and things garni with eel. 
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One's ludr and ob^'s cotleti both empafilloU^ % 
And a thoosand more lUngs I shall ne'er ha7e;f 

by rote, 
I can scarce tell the difiTrence, at least as to 

phrase, J 

Between beef a la Psyche and curls a la &rai«e«-** 
But, in short, dear, I'm trick'd out qi^ite a la 

Frangaise, 
With my bonnet — so beautiful ! — high iip and 

poking, 
Like things that are put to keep chimneys from 

smokiog. 
Wb^re shall I begin with the ^dless delights 
Of this Eden of milliners, monkeys, and sights — 
This dear busy place, wher^ there's Qpthii^ 

transacting, 
But dressing and dinnering, dancing and acting ? 

Imprimis, the i^pera-*— mercy, my ears ! 
Brother Bobby's remark, t'other night, lyas a 

true one ;— ■ 
*' This must be the music," said he, ^' of the 

spearsy 
For I'm curst if eactmote of it doesn't run 

through one !" 
Pa says (and you know, love, his Book's to 

make out 
'Twas the Jacobin's brotight every mischief 

about) 



1?hit ^18 pasrion forffoarii^ hat eome is of lat4^. 
Since the rabble all tried for a voice in the State.*-- 
What a frightful idea, oiie*s mind to overwhelm t- 
What a chorus, dear Doilt, vfould soon be 
let loose of it, 
tf, when of age, every man in the realm 
Had a roice Uke old Lais,* aad diMe to make 
use of it i 
Ko — oeyer was knaWii in this riotoas sphere 
Such a breach of the peace as their singing, my 

dean 
S(» bad too, you'd swear that the God 6f both arts^ 

Of music and physic, h^d tdcen a froliek 
For setting a loud fit of asthma in parts. 

And competing a fine rambling base to 1| 
choHo) 

But, the dancing — ahparlez-fnoij l)dLLY, Ae f a— 
Thevey' indeed, is a treUt that charms all bat 

Papa. 
Such beauty — ^such grace— oh ye sylphs of ro- 
mance ! 
Fly, fly to TiTANiA, and ask her it she has 
One H^t-footed aymj^h ifi h^r train^ that can 
dance 
Like divine BiooTTil^t and ^eet Fannt Bias I 



^he oldest, most celebnttedi an4 IMt qioiey Qf the «ogertf 
at the French 0pct9. 
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When her delicate feet ia the dance tuinkle 

That her steps are of li^t, that her home is the 

And she only par eoinpiatsancf tfmches the 
ground. / 

And When Bigottini in Fbtcbe dkheveift 
^fj^ fHflck flowing h«r, and hj ds^mons; t^ 
driven, 
Oh ! who does not' eavj those rude, lit^ detMsi^ 
Tbat hold her and hugter/andheep her from 
heafren? 
Then,^e mnsic— ^«o soflfy its cadences i^e^ 
So divinely— oh, Dolly I between jon and 1, 
It's as well for my peace thai there'« nobody 
nigh 
* To make love to me, iben^—you^ve a soul, and 
can judge 
What a crisis ^two^idd-he fin* yonr friend Bimrt 
Fudge ! 

The next place (which ^obry has near lost his 

heart in) 
They call it the Play*House — I think — of St 

Martin ;* 

* The Theatre de la Porte St. Martin, which was built 
when the Operft House iu theFalais Rojal was burned dowu> 
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To say that the French are not^pioB*, dear 
:-h-' ■DocEirv- .- ^ ' ■ > 

Vnten here one beholds, so correcM^ and r^htly» 
The Teatttneiittimii^d intoimelo-dFflaiiJ^ nightiy ; 
And^douhtless, so fond they're of scriptot^l facts, 
They wili soon get thePentateuch upiii fi^e acts. 
HereDAiiiEL,inpanto]iuhie,* bids boMdefiance 
To Neruchadkczzaa and all his stuflfd lions, 
Wbile pretty young IsnMelites dance round ^e 

Prophet, 
In rery thin clothing, and !nU little of ti ^ — 
Here^ BEORAnibjt who sl^aesin thi&«criptfir$l 
path 
As the lovB^ilirsANia, without et'a a relic « 
Of dn^ry romnd her^ comes o^t of the hadi 
4b a manner clhatiBos^saySj is quite Eve^aai' 
gdiel 

in l78l<— -A few days after this dreadful fire, which lasted 
more than a week, and in which several persons perished, the 
^ii9ia» Hig^fttOttMsfif^y^d flame-c^oored dresses, '* cotitcur 
de feu d*0p6ra !'*— JEhttocre, CuriosiiSs 4e Paris, 

* A piece veiy popular last year, called '* Darnel, au La 
Fosse aux Li(uis.'* The following scene will give an idea of 
the daring sublimity of these scriptural pantomimes. ** Scen^ 

20 ^La fonmaise deviejnt un berceau de nuages asur§9, an 

ibnd dnquel est un grouppe de nuages plus lumineux, et aa 
milieu * Jehovah' au centre d*un cercle de rayons brillans, 
qua annonce la presence de PEternel." 

t Madame B^g^rand, a finely formed woman, who acts in 
*' Susannaitfid the Elders." <* L* Amour etla Folie,'*&c. ^q. 
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But in sbort, dear, 'twonU Idke me a month 49 

recite 
All the exquisite places we're at, day and nigfal \ 
And, besides, ere I finish, I think you'll be ^ad 
Just to hear one delightful adventure I've had. 
Last night, at the Beaujon,* a place where-**! 

doubt 
If I well can describe-^there are cars, that set 

out 
From a lighted pavihon, high up in the air. 
And rattle you down« Dq^iL, — ^you hardly know 

where. 
These vehicles, imnd me, in which you go 

through 
This delightfully dangenms journey, hold (tvo. 
Some cavalier asks, with humihty, whether 
You'll venture down with bim-^you smilev- 

'tis a match \ 
In an instant ypu're seated, and down both to- 
gether 
Go thundering, as if you went post to old 

Scratch!! 
Well, it was but last night, as I stood and re- 

loark'd 

* Hie Promenades Aeri^imesi or French Mountains.->See 
adescrijptioiof this singular and fantastic place of amuse- 
ment in a pamphlet, trulj worthy of it, by •* F. P. Cotterel, 
M^decin Doct€ur de la Faculty de Paris." Ac. &c. ^ 

f According to Dr. Cotterel, the can go at the ra^ pf fg| 
^'Ctightmileftanhottr. ^ 



k 
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On the looks and odd ways of the girls who em- 

bark'd, 
Hie impatience of some for the perilous flighty 
The forc'd giggle of others, 'twixt pleasure and 

fright,— 
That there came up— imagine, dear Doll, if you 

can-* 
A fine sallow, sublime, sort of Werter-fac'd man. 
With mustachoes that gave (what we read of so 

oft) 
The dear Corsair expression, half savage, half 

soft. 
As Hyaenas in love may be fancied to look, or 
A something between Abei^ard and old BLircasR^! 
Up he came, Doll, to qie, and, uncoTenng his 

head, 
(Rather bald, but so warlike I) in bad English 

said, 
^^ Ah! my dear-— if Ma'mselle irilbe so mery 

good — 
Just for von littel course'^-^^ou^ 1 scarce nn« 

derstood 
What he wish'd me to do, I said, thank him, I 

would. 
Off we set — and, though 'faith, dear, T hardly 
knew whether 
My head or my heels were the uj^ermost 
then,, 

4* 
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""For 'twas li^e beav'n and earth, Dolly, cot^g 
together, — 
Yet, spite of the danger, we dar'd it again. ^ 
And oh I as I gaz'd on the features and air 

Of the man, who for me all this peril defied, 
I oould fancy almost he and I were a pair 
Of unhappy young lovers, who thus; side by 
side, 
Were taking, instead of rope, pistol, or ds^er, a 
Desperate dash down the Falls of Niagara ! 

This achieved, through the gardens* we saun- 
teii'd about, 
Saw the fire-works, exclaim'd^' magnifique l^* 
at eacSLcraeker, 
And, when /twas all over, the dear man saw us 
cfat 
With the air, I wiU say, of a Prince, to our 
fiacre. 

Now, hear me-^this Stvanger— -it may be mere 

foUy^ 
But who do you think we all think ilis, Dolly ? 
Why, bless you, iio less than the gteat King of:: 

Prussia^ " ^ 

♦ tn the Caft attached to these gardeps there are to b^ (as 

fiottor Cotterel mforms us) ** douze nSgres, trfts-alerted-, qui 

c^Dtrasteront par P6bgne de leur^peau arec le-teintde Kg e| 

' ^ roses de not beUes, Les gtatQes et les sorbets, servis |^ 
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Who's here now Hi€Og.*-^e, who made suchu 
fuss, you 

Remiember, in Londpq, with Bi^ucHCR and Fla-^ 

. TOFF, ' , 

When Sal was near kissing old Bluche»'s era* 

vatoflP! 
Pa says he '» come here to look after his money, 
(Not taking things now as he us'd under Boney,) 
Which suits with our friend, for Bob saw him, 

he swore, 
Looking sharp to the silver received at the door. 
Besides^ too, th^y say that his grief for his Queen 
(Which was plain in this sweet fellow's face to 

- h? seen) 
Requires such a stin^ulant dose as this car is, 
Us'd tfyree tinaes a day with young ladies in Pjuris, 
3ome Doctor, indeed, has declared that such 
grief 
Should — ^unless Hwould to utter despsaring its 
folly push — 
Fly to the Beaujon, and there seek relief 
By rattling, as Bob says, *' like shot through 
a holly-bush." 

une main bien noire, fera davantage ressortir Talb&tre des 
l>ras arrondia de cellesci.*' — P. 22. 

f His Majesty, who was at Paris under the travelliag name 
of Count Ruppin, is Jmoym to b^ye gone down t|ie |kaujon 
rery ^quently. 
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I must now bid adieu— only thinki Dolly, think 
If this shoyid be the King — I bave scarce slept 

a wink 
With imagining how it will soimd in the papers, 
And how all the Misses my good lack will 
grudge, 
When they read that Count Rvppin, to drive awiy 

▼apours, 
Has gone down the Beau|on with Hiss Bn>or 

Fudge. 
Jfota Bene.— -Papa'i almost eertain 'tis he^— 
For he knows the Legitimate cut, and could see, 
In the way he went poising and manag'd to tower ^ 
So erect in the car, the true Balance of Power. J 
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LETTER VI. 

WtUm PHIL. FUDGE, ESQ. TO HIS BROTHER tl|f. 
FUDGE, ESQ. BARSySTER AT LAW. 

Yours of tbe 12th received jast now— 
Thanks for the hint, my trusty brother ! 

'Tis tl^y pleasing to see how 

We, Fudges, stand by one another. 

But never fear-*-! know my chap, 

And he knows me tofih-^verbum sap. 

My Iiord and I are kindred spirits, 

(like ii) opr ways as two young ferrets ; 

Both fiishioned, as that supple race is. 

To twist into all sorts of places ; — 

Creatures lengthy, lean, and hungering, 

Fond of blood and burrow-taou^evm^^ 

As to my book in 91, 

Call'd <' Down with Kmgs, or. Who'd have 
thought it ?** 
Bless you, th^ Book's long dead and gone,*^ 

Not e'en th' Attorney-General bought it.^ 
And, though some ifew seditious tricks 
I play'd in 95 and 6, 
As you remind me in your letter, 
Ilis Lordship likes me all the better ;<^ 

it'-- 
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We, proselytes, tbat come with newyfall. 
Are, as he says. So vastly useful ! 

Reynolds and I— -(you know Tom Reynolds 

Drinks his claret, keeps his chaise— y 
Lacky the dog that first unkennels 

Traitors and Luddites now«a-days ; 
Or who can help to bag a few. 
When S — d ^\ h wants a death or two ;) 
Reynolds and I, and some few more. 

All men, like us, of tn/brma^on. 
Friends, whom his Lordship keeps in store. 

As unJcr-saviours of the nation—* 
Have form'd a Cluh this season, where 
His Lordship sometimes takes the chair. 
And gives us many a hright oration 
In praise of our suhlime vocation ; 
Tracing it up to great King Midas ^ 
Who, though in fable typified as 
A royal Ass, by grace divine 
And right of ears, most asinine. 
Was yet no more, in fact historical, 

TJban an exceeding well-bred tyrant ; 
And these, his ears^ but adlegoiical^ 

Meaning Informers, kejpt at high rent— *t 

* Lord C.^8 tribute to the character of his friend, Mr. Rejr- 
wA6m, will long be remembered with equal credit to both. 

f This interpretation of the fable of Mi^as's ears seems the 
most probable of any, and is thus stated in Botbam-^** HIc 
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Gem*i&en, wLo touch'd the Treasury glistener»* 
Like QSy for being trusty listeners ; 
And picking up eachiale apd fragment^ 
For royal MiDAs's green bag meant. 
" And wherefore," said this best of Peers, 
" Shpnld not the R — g — t too have ears,^ 
" To reach as far, as long and wide as 
" Those of hismod^l, good King Midas ?'' 
This speech was thought extremely good. 
And (rare for him) was understood-— 
Instant we drank " The R-^o — t's Ears," 
With three times three illustrious cheers. 

That made the room resound like thunder — ' 
" The R— G — t's Ears, and m^y he ne'er 
« From feolisb shame, like Midas, wear 

« Old paltry zmgs to keep them under !"t 

allegoriS. s%nificatinn, Midam, utpote tyrannttin, snbauscul- 
tatores dimittere solitum, pei* qoos, qaaecnnque per oninem 
regionem Tel fiereut, Tel dicerentur, cogoosceret, Dimirom ilils 
utens aurium Tice.'* 

* Brossette, in a note on this line of Boilean, 

'* Midas, le Roi Midas a des oreilles d^Ane/' 
tell us that ** M. Peirault le M€decia Toulut faire ii notre auteur 
nn crime d*£tat de ce Ters, cQmme d une nialigQe allusion a« 
Roi." I trust, howerer, that no one will suspect the line in 
the text of any such indecorous allusion. 

f It was not under wigs, but tiaras, that King Midas en< 
deaTOured to conceal these appendages : 

Tempera purpiireis tentatTelare tiaris. 
"> Ovid 

The Noble CtK^ of the toast, however, had eTidently, with 
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tliis touch at our old friends, tbe Whigiify 

Made us as merry all as grigs. 

In short, (I'll thank you not to mention 

TheseT things again) we get on gayly ; 
And, thanks to pension and Suspension, 

Our Kttle Gluh increases daily^ 
Castles^ and Oliter, ahd such^ 
Who don't as yet full salai^ to^ch, 
Nor keep their chaise and pair,\or huy 
Houses aikl lands, like Tom and I,\ 
Of course do'nt rank With us, salvdthrs/^ 
But merely serve the Club as waiters. 
Like Knights, t<>o, we've our collar days, 
(For ns^ I own, an awkward phrase) 
When, in our new costunte ad&rtf'd,--*- 
The R — <5— t's buff-and-blue coats fiim'ci— 
We have the honour to give dinners 

To the chief Rats in upper station ;t 
Your W — ^Ys, V— Ns— half-fledg'd sinnefs, 

Who shame us by their imitations ; 
Who turn, 'tis true— -but what of that ? 
Give me the useful peaching Rat j 

his QStial clearAess, confounded King IVlidas, Air. Liston, and 
the P e R— g— t together. 

* Mr. Fudge and his friends should go by Ihin name—as die 
man who, some years since, saved the late Right Hon. George 
Rose from drowning, was ever after called Sat^tit^ Rosa, 'y 

f This intimacy between the Rats and Imrmers is just a^ 
it should be—" i-w* dulce sgdalitittra." ♦ f 
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JVb^ ttiings as mute as Punch, ivhen bought. 
Whose wooden heads are all they've brought^ 
Who, false enough to shirk their friends. 

But too faint-hearted to betray. 
Are, after all their twists and bends, 

But souls in Limbo, damnM half way. . 
No, no, — we nobler vermin are 
A genus useful as we're rare ; 
'Midst all the things miraculous 

Of which your natural histories brag. 
The rarest must be Rats like us, 

Who let the cat out of the bag 

Yet still these Tyros in the cause 
Deserve, I own, no small applause; 
And they're by usreceiv'd and treated 

SVith all. due honours — oply seated 
n th* inverse scale of their reward, ^, 
fXhe merely promised next my lord j 
^Small pensions then, and so pn, down, 
. Rat after rat, they graduate 
tThrough job, red ribbon, and silk gown. 
To Chanc'llorship and Marquisate. 
his serves to nurse the ratting spirit ; 
trhe less the bribe the more the merit. 
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Our female gallery's p>eldom sat in ; 
Sour ladies aj^^ no friends to ratting. 

• 6 .. • 
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ThoQf^ there » of course^ our Pairon eeAdi 
Orders ** for Lady L — ch and friends,*' — 
(Or, as bis Lordship in a speech 
Once called her, " Desdemona L — cb ;'* 
A name to which her title's plain— 
^* Sir, she can turn and turn again.'*) 
Our music's good, you may he sure ; 
My Lord, you know, 's an am<iteur — * 
Takes every part with perfect ease, 

Though to the Base by nature suited, 
And, form'd for all, as best may please^ 
For whips and bolts, or chords and keys. 
Turns from his victims to his glees. 

And has them both well executed. 
H T ^D, who tho' no Rat himself, 

Delights in all such liberal arts, 
Drinks largely to the House of Gijelph, 

And superintends the Comi parts. 
While C — ^NN-*G,t whoM hefrrst by choice. 
Consents to take an under voice ; 

* His Lordship, during one of the busiest periods of his Mi- 
nisterial t^areer, took lessons three times a week from a cele- 
brated music-master, in glee^singing. 

f This Right Hon. Gentleman ought to give up his present 
Alliance with Loid C, if upon no other principle than that 
which is inculcated in the following arrangement between 
two Ladies of Fashion : 

Says Clarinda, *' thougb tears it may cost, 

*' It IS time we should part my dear Sue ; 
'* For your character's totally 106^% 
** And /hA?« not suAgei\t for im *'* 
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And G ,* who well that signal know?, 

Watches the Folti Subitos,^ 

Id short, as I've already hinted, 

We take, of late, prodigiously ; 
Bat as oqr Club is somewhat stinted 

For Gentlemen^ like Tom and me, '^'fj'l 

We'H take it kind if you'll provide 
A few Squireens^ from t'other side ;— 
Some of those loyal, cunning elves, 

(We often tell the tale with laughter) 
Who us'd to hide the pikes themselves. 

Then hang the fools who found them after. 
I doubt not you could find us, too, ^ 

Some Orange Parsons that would do ; 
Among the rest, we've heard of one. 
The Reverend — something — Hjlmilton, 
Who stuflPd a figure of himself 

(Delicious thought !) and had it shot at> 
To bring some Papists to the shelf, 

That couldn't otherwise be got at — 
If Ae'U but join th' Association, 
We'll vote him in by acclamation. 

*^ The rapidity of this Noble Lord*9 tiransfbrmalioti, at, the 
same iDstaDt, into a Lord of the Bed-chamber and an oppo«" 
aent of the Catholic Claims, >vas truly miraculous. 

f Twm tii5fati%— a frequent direction in music'books. 

X The Irish diraiuutiVe of %'urc. 



And now, n^, brother, guide, and friend. 
This somewhat tedioos scrawl must end. 
I Ve gone into this long detail, 

Because I saw your nerves were shaken 
With anxioiis fears lest I should fail 

In this new, loyal^ course IVe taken. 
But, bless your heart ! you need not doubt— ^ 
We, FuDG^Sy know what we're about. 
Look round, and say if you can see 
A much, more thriiring family. 
There's Jack, the Doctor — night and day 

Hundreds of patients so besiege him. 
You'd swear that all the rich and gay 

Fell sick on purpose to oblige him. 
And while they think, the precious ninnies. 

He's pounting o'er their pulse so steady. 
The rogue but counts how many guineas 

He's fobb'd, for that day's work, already>. 
I'll ne'er forget the old maid's alarm, 

When, feeling thus Miss Sukey Flirt, he 
Said, as he dropp'd her shrivell'd arm, 
" Damn'd bad this morning — only thirty !" 

Your Dowagers, too, every one, 

So gen'rous are, when they call him in, 

That he might now retire upon 

The rheumatisms of three old women. 
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Then, whatsoe'er your ailtnentd are, 

He can so learnedly explain ye 'eni-> 
Your cold, of course, is a catarrh^ 

Your head-achis a kemi-craniuin:-^ 
His skill, too, in young ladies' lungs, 

The grace with which, most mild of men» 
He begs them to put out their tongues. 

Then bids them — put them in again I 
In short, there's nothing now like Jack ;- '■ 

Take all your doctors great and small, 
Of present times and ages back, * 

Dear Doctor Fudge is worth them alt. 

So much for physic — ^then, in lawtoo, 

Counsellor Tim ! to thee we bow ; 
Not one of us gives more eclat to 

Th' immortal name of Fudge than thou. 
Not to expatiate on the art 
With which you play'd the patriot's part, 
Till something good and snug should offer ;-< 

Like one, who, by the way he acts 
Th' etUighiening part of candle -snuffer, 

The manager's keen eye attracts, 
And is promoted thence by him 
To strut in robes, like tiiee my Tim !-^ 
JVho shall describe thy pow'rs of face, 
Thy well-fee'd zeal in every case, 

5* 
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Or wrong, or right^^but ten times warmer 
(As suits thy calibg) in the former—^ 
Thy glorious, lawyer-like delight 
In puzzling all that's clear and right. 
Which though conspicuous in thy yduUi/ 

Improves so with a wig and band on« 
That all thy pride*s to way-lay Truth. 

And leave her not a leg to stand on.-^ 
Thy patent, prime, morality, — 

Thy cases, cited from the Bible — 
Thy candour, when it falls to thee 

To help in trouncing for a libel ;— 
*' God knows, I, from my soul, profess 

" To hate all bigots and benighters ! 
** God knows, I love, to ev'n excess, 
" The sacred freedom of the Press, 

** My only aim's to — crush the writers." 
These are the virtues, Tim, that draw 

The brieft into thy bag so fast ; 
And these, oh Tim — if Law be Law — 

Will raise thee to the bench at last. 

I blush to see this letter's length; — 
But 'twas my wish to prove to thee 

How full of hope, and wealth, and strength, 
Are all our precious family. 

And, should affairs go on as pleasant 

As, thank the Fates, they do at present*^ 



* »•. 
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Should we but stiH enj«y the sway 
Of S — ^DM — H and of C— — GH, 
Thope, ere long, to see the day 
When En^and's wisest statesmen, judges, 
Lawyers, peers, will alt be^— Fudges ! 

Good bye— my paper's out so nearfy, 
IVe-Ouly ro^m for 

Yours nncerely. 



LETTER VII. 

FAOM PQ£LIH CONNOR TO 



Before we sketch the present — let us cast 
A few, short, rapid glances to the Past. 

When he, who had defied all Europe's 'strength* 
Beneath his own weak rashness sunk at length ; — 
When, loosM as if by magicf froiQ a chain 
That seem'dlike Fate's, the world was free agaio^ 
And Europe say, rejoicing in the sight. 
The cause of Kings, for ohce^ the cause jof 

Right;--. 
Then was, indeed, an hour of joy to those 
Who sigh'd for justice — ^liberty — repose, 
And hop'd the fall of one great vulture's nest 
Would ring its warning round, and scare the rest* 
And all was bright with promise ; — Kings begaa 
To own a sympathy with suffering Man, 
And Man was greatful — Patriots of the South 
Caught wisdom from a Cossack Emperor's mouth. 
And heard, hke accents thaw'd in Northern air» 
Unwonted words of freedom burst forth there - 

Who did not hope, in that triumphant time, 
When monarchs, after years of spoil and crime. 



\ 
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Met rotmd the shrine of PeiEice, and Heav'n 

lOOk'd ODy 

Who did not hope the last of spoil was gone ; — 
That that rapacious spirit, which had play'd 
The game of Pilnitz o*er so ofl, was laid, 
And Europe's Rulers, conscious of the past» 
Would blush, and deviate into right at last ? 
But no — ^the hearts, that nursM a hope so fair» 
tfad jet to lesTtt what when on thrones can 

dare ; 
Had yet to know, of ail earth's ravening things, 
The only quite untameable are Kings ! 
Scarce had they met, when, to its nature true, 
The instiact of their race broke out aoew ; 
Promises, treaties, charters, all were vain, 
And ** Rapine !— rapine !" was the cry again. 
How quick they carv'd their victims, and how 

well, 
Z#et Saxony, let injured Genoa tell, — 
Xet all the human stock that, day by day, ^ 
Was at that Royal slave-mart truck'd away, — 
The million souls that, in the face of heaven, 
Were split to fractions,* bartered, sold, or given 

* <* Whilst the CoDg^ss was re-cfmstractin^ Europe — 
not according to riehtB, natural affiances, lao^age, haoits, 
or laws ; butisy tables of finance, which divided and subdivid- 
•d her population into«ou^, dend-snUsy and evei^ /ractiims, 
according to a ^cale of the direct duties or tales, which 
could be levied D}r the acquirhi^ state,** 4;c.-~-Sketch oi five 
Military and Political Power of Russia. The words on the 
pxtitocol are (Ones, demi'ajnei^ &c. 
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To swell some despot power, too huge before. 
And weigh dowo Europe with ope Mammoth 

. . more I 
How safe the faith of Kings let France decide ; — 
Her charter broken, ere its ink had dried, — 
Her Press enthralPd — rher reason mockM again 
With all the monkery it had spurn'd in vain*-^ 
Her crown disgracM by one, who dar'd tp own 
He thank'd not France but England for his 

throne— 
Ifer triuipphs oast into the shade by those. 
Who had grown old amon^ her bitterest foes. 
And now retum'd, beneath her conquerors* 

shields^ 
Unblushiog slaves ! to claim her heroes' fields. 
To tread down every trophy of her fame. 
And curse that glory which to them was 

shame It— 
Let these-r-let all the dimming deeds, that then 
Were dar'd through Europe, cry aloud to men. 
With voice like that of crashing ice that rings 
Bound Alpine huts, the perfidy of Kings ; 
And tell the world, when hawks shall harmless 

bear 
The shrinking dove, whenwojves shall learn to 

spiire 
The l^elpless victmi for whose blood they lusted, 
Then, and then only, monarcte may be trusted,! 

> 
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It coqI4 not last — tiiese horrors tould not last--* 
France would herself have ris'n, in might) to 

cast 
Th' iusulters off — and oh ! that then, as now, 
Chain' d to some distant islet's rocky brow, 
Napoleon ne'er had come to force, to blight^ 
Ere half matur'd, a cause so proudly bright ; — 
To palsy patriot hearts with doubt and shame, 
And write on Freedom's flag a despot's name ^ 
*To rush into the lists, unask'd, alone» 
And make the stake of all the game of one ! 
Then would the world have seen again what 

power ^ 

A people can put forth in freedom's hour ; 
Then would the fire of France once more have 

blaz'd ^ 
For every single sword, reluctant rais'd 
In the stale cause of an oppressive throne, 
Millions would then have leap'd forth in her own^ 
And never, never had the unholy stain 
Of iBourbon feet disgrac'd her shores again I 

But fate decreed not so — Ui* Imperial Bird, 
That, in bis neighbouring cage, unfear'd, »»- 

stirr'd, 
Had seem'dto sleep with head beneath kis wing* 
Yet watch'd the moment for a daring spring ;-*' 
iVrfl might he watch, when de^a were doiiey 

that made 



60 

Hid own transgressions whiten ifitketr f^a 

Well might he hope a world, thus tramprec] 

By clumsy tyrants, would he his once mor< 

Forth from its cage that es^e hurst to light 

J From steeple on to steeple* wing'd its fli^ 

With calm and easy grandeur, to that thron 

From which a royal craven just had flown 

^ And resting there, as in its aerie, furPd 

' Those wings, whose very rustiling shooli 

world ! 

M 

^ What was your fury then, ye crown'd atra 

'^ Whose feast of spoil, whose plundering hoi 

Was thus hroke up, in all its greedy mirth, 
^ By one bold chieftain's stamp on Gallic ear 

'^ Fierce was the cry, and fulminant the ban,- 

A «* Assassinate, who will — enchain, who can, 

" The vile, the faithless, outlaw'd, low-l 
hi man I" 

V^ ^* Fsdthless I" — and this from you- — from 

"W forsooth, 

B^ Ye piou§ Kings, pure paragons of truth, 

Ac Whose honesty all knew, for all had tried— 

Whose true Swiss zeal had serv'd on ei 
Ti side — 



*'" ♦«* L'aigle volera de clocbelren «locher, jusqu'anx tou 

#h Notre-Dame.*'-r-Napoleon's prodamatioa on landing 

Elba, 
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Who|^ fime &r breakiog farth so long w^ 

Well might ye claiin the craft as all your owii| 
And lash your lordly tails, and fume to see 
Such low-bom apes of Royal perfidy! 
Yes — ^yes-*-to you alone did it belong 
To sin for ever, and yet ne'er do wrong— 
The frauds* the lies of Lords legitimate 
Are but fine policy, deep strokes of state ; 
But let some upstart dare to soar so high 
In kingly craft, and ** outlaw" is the cry ! 
TVhat, though long years of mutual treachery . 
Had peopled full your diplomatic shelves 
With ghosts of treaties murder'd 'knong your* 

selves f 
Though ^u:h by turns was knave and dupe'— 

what then ? 
A Holy League would set all straight again ; 
Like Juno's virtue, which a dip or two 
In some bless'd fountain made as good as new V^ 
itfost faithftil Russia — ^faithful to whoe'er 
Could plunder best, and give him amplest 

9hare.^ 
^ ho, e'en when vanquish'd, sure to gaijp his 

ends, 

• Sijagalis annis in qooclaia Attice loato loU viisimtatflfll 
^ecuperaste fingitiir. 
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for want of/ocs to roB, made free v/^firtindi^ 
And, deepening still by amiable gradations, 
When foes were stript of all, then fleec'd tela- 

' tions !| 
M,ost mild and saintly Prussia-«steep*d to th' 

ears 
. 'In persecuted Poland's blood and tears, 
And now, with all her harpy wings outspread 
O'er sever'd Saxony's devoted head ! 
Pujce Austria too — 'whose hist'ry nought repeats, 
But broken leagues and subsidiz'd defeats ; 
Whose faith, as Prince, extinguish'd Venice 

shows^ 
Whose faith, as man, a widow'd daughter knows I 
And thou, oh Et^land — ^who, though once as 

shy 
As cloister'd maids, of shame or perfidy. 
Art now broke »n, and, thanks to C— — gh, 
In all that's worst and falsest lead's the way 1 

Spch was tba pure divan, whose pens and wits 
Th' escape from Elba frighten'd into fits ;— 
Sach were the saints, who doom'd Napoleon's 

life. 
In virtuous frenzy, to th' assassin's kntfe ! 

fl 

^ f At the Peace of Tilsit, where he abaii^ned his ally, Pruf- 
• sia, to France, and received a portiqn of her territory. 

I The seizure of Fiolaad ^r#m his relative oCSipeden. 
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tHspistiiig crew I—- wAo would not gladly fly 
To 9pen, (dojvnright bold-fec'd tyranny, 
Tp honest guilt, that dares do all but lie, 
From the felse juggling craft of men like these. 
Their canting crimes and varnish'd villanies ^— - 
These Holy Leaguers, who then loudest boast 
Of faith and honour, when they've stain'd them 

most ; 
From whose affection men should shrink iiB loath 
A^s from tjieir hgite, for they'll be fleec'd by both ; 
Who, ev^n while plund'ring forge Religion's 

name 
To frank their spoil, and, without fear or shame. 
Call down the Holy Trinity* to bless 
Partition leagues, and deeds of devilishness ! 
But hold — enough — soon would this swell of rage 
O'erflow the boundades of my scanty page,-^ 
So, here I pause— farewell — another day 
Return we to those Lords of pray'r and pre/. 
Whose loathsome eant, whose frauds by right 

divine 
Deserve a lajsh-— oh I weightier far than mine I 

* The usoal pt'eaqitble of these flagitidus compkcta. In the 
mme spirit, Catherine, after the dreadful massacre of AVap- 
saw, ordejred a solemn ** ^anksgiving to God in all the 
churches, for the blessings conferred upon the Pdes;** and 
commanded that each of them should ** swear fidelity and 
loyalty to her, and to shed in her defence the last drop of th^tr 
blood, as they should answer for it to God, and his terrible 
judOTient, kissing the holy word andcrosB of their Saviour !*• 



LETTER VIII. 

ritOM MR. BOB FUDGE TO RICHARD «— -, ES^. 

P^AR Dick, while old Donaldson's* mending 

my stays, — 
Which I knew would go smash with me oae of 

these days, 
Andy at ye&tevday's dinner, when, fall to the 

throttle, 
We lads had hegan our desert with a hottle 
Of neat old Constantia, onm^ leaning hack 
Jast to order another, by Jove I went crack !«— 
Or, as honest Tqm said, in his nautical phrase, 
^'O— ^n my ^yes, Bob, in doubling the Cape 

you've missed siaysJ^1[ 
So, of course, as no gentleman's seen without 

them, 
They^re now at the Schneider's|-^and, while 

he's about them, 
Here goes for a letter, post-haste, neck and 

crop- 
Let us see — ^in my last I was**— where did I stop? 

* An English taflor at Paris. 

t A ship is said to miss stays, when she does not obey the 
helm in tacking. 
t Th« dandy term' for a tailor. 
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Oh, I know — at the BouleTards, as mo0«y a road 
as 

Man ever would wish a day's lounging upon ; 
With its oafts and gardens, hotels and pfigodas* 

Its founts, and old Counts sipping beer in the 

sun: 
With its houses of all architectures jou please » 

From the Grecian and Gothic, DicKi down by 

degrees 
To the Pure Hotentot» or the Brighton Chinese ; 
"^bere in temples antique you may breakfast or 

dinner it, 
^unch at a mosque^ a|id see Pqnch from a mina<' 

ret. 
Then, DiqK, the mixture of bonnets aad bQwers» 
Of foliage and frippery, fiacres ai\d flowers, 

« 

Green-grQc^e^^ greea gardens— -one hardly 
knows whether 

'Tis country or t^wn, they're ao o^ess'd up to- 
gether I 

And there, if one loves the roipantic, one sees 

Jew clothes-men, like shepherds, redin'd under 
trees ; 

Or C^uidiiuncs, on Sunday, just fresh from the' 
barber's, [hours,- 

Enjoying their news and gromlh^ in those ar^ 

* ** Lemonade and eau-de-gromHe are roeMoredottt at cveiy 
corner of ereiy street, from fantasUc vesse^i jingHog yrX^ 

6* 



Wbile gaiiy their w^y like the tendnb^ are 

curling. 
And fou&td of red currant-jaice* raaad them are 

parling. 

Here, Dick, arm in arm as we chattering stray. 

And receive a few civil **^od-dcms'* by Ihe 
way,-^ 

For, 'tis odd, these moonseer8,-^oiigh weVe 
wasted onr weal^ 
And our strength, till weVe thrown onrselres 
into a phthisic. 

To cram down their throats tm old King for tKeir 
hedJth, 
As we whip little children to make them take 
physic ; 

Tet, spite of our good-natur'd mo;ney and slaugh- 
ter; — •. 

They hate us, as Beelzebub hates holy-water ! 
But who the deuce cares, Dick, as long as they 

nourish us 
Neatly as now, and good cookery flourishes—'* 

bells, to thirsty tradesmen or wearied messeiigeM.**— See 
Lady Morgan's lively description of the streets of Pafis,' in her 
▼ery aniosing work up(« France, Book 6. 

* These gay, portable fountains, from which the groseille 
water is administered, are among the most characteristic or- 
otiiMBtf of thestfeeta of Patii. 
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Losxg as, by bay'nets protected, we Natties, 
Vl%y have our fall fling at their salmis and 

pdUs? 
And, truly, I always declared Uiroald be pity 
To bum to the ground such a choice-feeding 

city : 
Had DckZlnit his way^ he'd/hare long ago 14awn 
The whole batch to old Nick— -4tnd. the people^ 

I own,, [looks, 

If for no other cause than their curst monkey 
Well desenre a bk»ir up-^but Aen, damn it, 

th^ir Cooks ! 
As to Marshals, and Statesmen, ttid all their 

whole lineage, [spinage ; 

For aught' that /care, you may knock them to 

But think, Dick, their Cooks— what a loss to 
mankind! 

What a void in the world would their art leave 

behind ! 
Their chronometer spits— their intense sala- 

noanders — 
Their ovens — ^their pots, that can soften old 

gandefs. 
All tanishM jfiwever— their miracles o'er. 
And the Marmite PerpitueUe* bubbling no more ! 

* '* Cette menreiUense Mi^mte ^i^^tuelle, snr le feu 
depaifl prSfl dte siktei qui a donn^ le jour ft plus de 
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Forbid it, forbid it, ye Holy Allies, 
Take whatever ye fancy— take statues, take 
money— [pies. 

Bat leave them, oh leave them their Perigard 
Their glorious goose-livers, and high pickled 
tunny !♦ 
Though many, I own, are the evils theyVe 
brought us. 
Though Royalty's here on her ^ery last legs, 
Yet» who can help loving the land that has 
tMH^to^, [egg8?t 

Six hundred and eighty-rfive .ways to dress 

You see, Dick, in spite of their cries of ^' God- 
damn," [am ! 
" Coquin Anglais," et c«t'r^— how generous I 
And now (to return, once again, to my *' Day," 
Which will take us all night to get through in 
this way) 



SQO,000 chapons.**— Alman. de Gounuands, Quatri^me 
j^€e, p. 152. 

* Le thon marin6, one of the most favourite and indigestible 
hors-d^etwfres. This Bsh is taken chiefly- in the Golfe de Ly- 
on. La t^ et la dessous du ventre sont les parties les pliis 
repberchfies des goormets.— Cours Gastronomique, p. 252. 

f Th^ exact number mentioned by M. de la RayniSre — 
** On connoit en^Prance 685 manias difiSrentes d'accommo- 
der les oeufs ; sans compter celles que nos wfWOM imag^inent 
cAaquejour," - . 
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Froin the Boulevards we saunter through many 

a street, 
CiPack jokes on the natives — thine, all very 

neat — 
Leave the Signs of the Times to political fops. 
And find twice as much fun in the Signs of the 

Shops;— 
jfiere, a Louis Dix-huit— (i^ere, a Martinmas 

goose, 
(M ueh in vogue since your eagles are gone out 

ofuse) — (many, 

Henri Qjaatres in shoals, and of Godi a great 
But Saints are the most on hard duty of any :— 
St Tony, who us'd all temptations to spurn. 
Here hangs o'er a beer-shop, and tempts in his 

turn ; 
While there St. Venecia* sits hemnting and fril- 
ling her [ner ;— 
Holy mouchotr o'er the door of some milli- 

Saint Austin's the *^ outward and visible sign 
Of an inward" cheap dinner, and pint of small 

wine ; [ton. 

While St. Denys h^ngs out o'er some hatter of 
And possessing, good bishop, no head of his 

own,t 

* Veronica, the Saint of the Holy Handkerchief^ is also 
under the name of Venisse ox Venecia, the tutelary saint of 
milleners. ' 

f St. Denys walked three miles alter his head was cut i)ff. 



to none ! 
Then we stare into shops-— :read the evening^f 

Qt9 if some, who're Lottiarios in feedinj^, 
should wish 

V 

Just to flirt with a luncheon^ (a devilbh had 

tricKi 
As it takes off th^ hloom of one> a^ppetite. 

To the Passage cZc*— what d'ye cjiD'tr— dc« Pa* 

forafias!^ 
We quicken our pace, and there heartily cram as 
Seducing young j^cl^^^^ as. ever could cozen 
One out of one's appetite, down hy the dozen. 
We vary, of course— pc^x^^jodie* dp one day. 
The next we've pur lunch with the Gauffrier 

Hollandais,t 
That pppi^ar furtist, wl^o hriogQ out, lil^e Sc-p-TT, 
His delightful productions so quick, hot and hot ; 
Not the worse for the exquisite comment that 

follows,— 
Divine maresquino^ which — Lor^» how on^ 

swallows ! . 

> 

The Twt of a woman of wit upon this legend is well known : 
r— ** Je le crois bien; ci> pareil cas, il n'ya que le premie^r 
pas qui coute^** ' ' 

* Off the Boulevards Italiens. 

fin the Palais Royal; successor, I believe, to the Fla- 
maud, so loog celebrated ^or Ibc^ tnoelleux of the QMftes. 



n 

Once mote, ihen; we Sauoter fbrtir after bwt 

snack, or 
Stibscribe a few ftincs toY the price o(9tJia€ref 
And drive far away to the oldMontagnes Russes, 
Where' we^find a few twirls in the c;ar of muck 

use t*^^r8, 

To regen'rate the hunger and thirst of us sin- 
Who've laps'd into snacks — the perdition of din- 

ners. 
And here, Dick— in answer to one of your 

queties, 
About which we, Gourmands, have had much 

discussion*"'-* ' 
I've tried all these mountains, Swiss, French, 

and Riiggieri's, 
And think, for digestiony^ there's none like 

the Russian ; 
So equal the motion — so gentle though fleet — 
It, in short, such a light and salubrious scanT 

per is, 

* Doctor Cotterel recommends, foY this parpose> the Beau- 
joQ OF French Mountains, and calls them ** une mSdecine 
a^rienne, couleur de rose ;** but I own I prefer the authority 
of Mr, Bob, who seems, from the following note fotind m hig 
own hand-writing^ to have studied all thesd mountains veiy 
tawsfullyt 

.Memoranda — The j9wiss little notice deserves, 

While the fall at lUiggieri^s is death to weak jienres t 
And (whatever Doctor Coit*rel may wrile on the ijuestion) 
The turn at the B6aujon*s too sharp for digestion. 

I doubt whether Mr. Bob Is quite correct in accenting the #» 

cond "syllable of Ruggieri. 



That take whom you please— ts^e o|d 

And fftuf* him-T ay, up to tbe |ieck«r-witl| 

stew'd lampreys,* 
So wholesome these Mounts, such a solvent Vrp 

found them. 
That, let me but rattie the: Monarch well dovm 

them. 
The fiend, Indigestion, would fly far away. 
And the regicide lampreysj be foiled o^tfatit 

^ey! 

Such, Dick, are the classical qports that con- 
tent us. 

Till five o'clock brings on that hour so mo- 
mentous. 

That epoch but woa ! my 1^— here comes 

the Schneider, 

And, curse him, has made the stays three inches 
wider — 

Too wide by an inch and a half — what a Guy ! 

But, no matter— 'twill all be set right by-and-by— 

* A dish so indigestible, that a late novelist, At the end of 
his book, cottid imagine no more summaiy mo#e ' of getting 
rid of all his heroes and heroines than bj a he|u>ty supper of 
stewed lampreys. T^ .• : . 

f They killed Henry I. of England :— *• afoodCsays Httiiie« 
gravely,) which always agreed better with bis palate tfaai^ 
bis coDstitation.'* 
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M we've Hassikot's* eloquent carte to eat still 

up, 
An inch and a halTs but a trifle to fill up. 
So — ^not to lose time, Dick — ^here goes for the ' 

task ; 
Au resDoivy my old boy— of the gods I bat ask, 
That my life, like ^ the Leap of the German,''t 
may be, 
'^ Du ^it a la table, dela table au lit !" 

R. F. 

* A famous Restaarateuiv-Tiioiv Dapont. 
f An old French saying^** Faire le saut de PAlIemandi 
idu lit ^ la table, etde la table au lit'* 



LETTER IX, 

FHOM PBIL. FVDGE, ESQ. TO THE LORD VISCOUNT 

C — ST^ GH. 

t 

'hf.X Lord, th' InstrqctioBS, brought to-day, 
" I shall in si\ my best obey." 
Your Lordship talks and writes so sensibly 1 
And — ^wh^tspi^'er s^i^ wags may say— 
Oh ! not at all incomprehensibly. 

I feel th' inquiries in your letter 

About my heakh and French most flatteraog ; 
Thank ye, my French, though somewhat better. 

Is, on the whole, but weak and smattering :— - 
Nothing, of course, that can compare 
With his who made the Congress stare, 
(A certain Lord we need not name) 

Who, e'en in French, would have his trope. 
And talk of '' batir un syst^me 

" Sur VSquilibre de FEurope !" 
Sweet metaphor ! — and then th* Epistle, 
Which bid the Saxon King go whistle. 
That tender letter to " Mon Prince,"* 
Which showM alike thy French and sense ;— 

* The celebrated letter to Prince Hardenbnrgh (written, 
however, 1 believe, originally in Engliah,) in which his Lord- 
ship, professing to see ^* no moral or political objection** to 
the dismemberment of Saxony, deaounced the unfortunate 
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Oh DO, my Lord — there's none can do 
Or say un-English things like you ; 
And, if the schemes that fill thy hreast 

Could hut a vent congenial seek, 
And use the tongue that suits them hest, 

What charming Turkish would'st thou speak ! 
But as for me, a Frenchless gruh, 

At Congress never horn to stammer. 
Nor learn like thee, my Lord, to snub 

Fall'n Monarchs, out of Chambaud's gram« 
mar — 
Bless you, you do not, cannot know 
How far a little French will go ; 
For all one's stock, one need but draw 

On some half dozen words like these—* 
Comme i^ci^'-'par'lar'-'ld'has^-Hih ha ! 

The'U take you all through France with ease. 

Your Lordship's praises of the scraps 

I sent you from my Journal lately, 
(Enveloping a few lac'd caps 

For Lady C.) delight me greatly. 
Her flattering speech — " what pretty things 

One finds in Mr. Fudge's pages !" 
Is praise which (as some poet sings) 

Would pay one for the toils of ages. 

Ring as ** not only the mostdefoted, but the most/avourcd of 
Bonaparte*s vassals." 
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Thus flatterM, I presume to send 
A few more extracts by afHend ; 
And I should hope they'll be no less 
Approved of than my last MS. — 
The former ones, I fear, were creas'd, 

As Biddy round the caps would pin them ; 
But these will come to hand, at least 

Unrumpled) for — there's nothing in them. 



Extract from Mr, Fudge^s Journal^ addressed lo 

Lord a 

Aug, 10. 
Went to the mad-hou^e— saw the man,* 

Who thinks, poor wretch, that, while the 
Fiend 
Of Discord here full riot ran, 

He, like the rest, was guillotined ;*— ' 
But that when, under Boney's reign, 

(A more discreet, though quite as strong one) 
The heads were all restored again, 

He, in the scramble, got a wrong one. 
Accordingly, he still cries out 

This strange head fits him most unpleasantly ; 
And always runs, poor dev'l about. 

Inquiring for his own incessantly ! 

* Xbis extraordinary madman is, I believe, in the Bicetre. Re 
imagines, exactly as Mr. Fud^e states it, that when the 
beads of those who h^ been guillotined were restored, he bjr 
miitake got some other person^s instead of hii ovn. 
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WhSe to his case a tear I ^ropt. 

And sauDter'd home, thought I — ^ye Gods 1 
How many heads inight thus be swopp'd 

And, after all, not mske much odds ! 
For instance, there's V — s — tt — t's head — 
(** Tarn carurn^ it may well be said) 
If by some curious chance it came 

To settle on Bill SoAHEs'sf shouldelrs, 
Th' effect would turn out much the same 

On all respectable cash-holders : 
Except that while, in its new socket, 

ThjB head was planning schemes to win 
A zig-zag way into one's pocket. 

The hands wQuld plunge directly in. 

Good Viscount S— dm — h, too, instead 
Of his own grave, respected head. 
Might wear (for aught I see that bars) 

Old lady Wilhelmina Frump's — 
So while the hand sign'd Circulars, 

The head might lisp out " What is trumps ?"*^ 
The R — G — t's brains could we transfer 
To some robust man milliner, 
The shop, the shears, the lace, and ribbon 
Would go, 1 doubt not, quite as glib on ; 
And, visa i^ersdy take the pains 
To give the P— ^s the shopman's brsdos,. 

* Tap can capitis.— HaaAT. 
f A cdelntAtod pU^qpocket 

7* 
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One only change from thence would flovr, 
Ribbons would not be wasted so ! 

'Twas thus I ponder'd on, my lord ; 

And, e'en at night, when laid in bed, 
I found myself, before 1 snor'd, 

Thus chopping, swopping head for head. 
At length I thought, fantastic elf 2 
How such a change would suit myself, 
'Twixt sleep and waking, one by one, 

With various perictaniums saddled^ 
At last I tried your Lordship's on, 

And then I grew completely addled-^ 
Forgot all other heads, od rot 'em ! 
And slept, and dreamt that I was— Bottom ! 

Walk'd out with daughter Bid — ^was shown 
The House of Commons, and the Throne, 
Whose velvet cushion's just the same* 
Napoleon sat on — ^what a shame ! 
Oh, can we wonder, best of speechers ! 

When Louis seated thus we see. 
That France's ** Fundamental features" 

Are much the same they us'd to be ? 

* The only change, if I recollect right, is the snbstitutioB 
of lillies for bees. This war upon the bees is, of course, uni* 
versa! '* eiittum ims€re apibus,** like the angry nymphs in 
Virgil:— bit may not nefv tfrvonnf arise^ out oi the victumd 
Legitimacy yet i 
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However,'-*-God prcs«rre the Throne, 
• And cushion loo — and keep them free 
From accidents, which have been known 
To happen e'en to Royalty t* 

Read at a stall, (for ofl one pops 

On Something at these stalls and shops,. 

That does to quote^ and gives one's Book 

A classical and knowing look. — 

Indeed IVe found, in Latin lately* 

A course of stalls improves me greatly.) 

'Twas thus I read, that, in the East, 

A monarch's /ot'5 a serious matter ; 
And once in every year, at least, . 

He's weighed — to see if he gets fatter : 1 
Then, if a pound or two he be 
Increas'd) there's quite a jubilee !{ 

*IainBfraid that Mr. Fudge alludes here to a very 
awkward accident, which is well known to have happened (o 
poor L — 8 le D — s — ft, some years since, at cme of the K — g—Vs 
F^tes. He was^sitting next onr gracious Qaeen at the time. 

f ** The 3d day of the Feast the King causeth himself to be 
weighed with great care."— F. Bemiar*s Voyage ioSurat, S^c, 

J ** 1 remember," says Bernier, ♦* that all the Omrahs ex- 
pressed great joy that the Kjng weighed two pounds more 
now than the year preceding." — Another author tells us that 
** Fatness, as well as a very large head, is considered, 
throughout India, as one of the most precious gifts of heaven. 
An enormous skull isabsolutely revered, and the happy owner 
is looked up to as a superior being. To a Prime a joulter 
heatl is invaluable.'*— Ortcnto/ Field Sports. 
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Suppose, mj Lord, — and far from ne 
To treat such things with levity — 
But just suppose the R— o — ^t's weight 
Were made thds an affair of state ; 
And, ey*i7 sessions, at the close, — 

'Stead of a speech, which, all can see, is 
Heavy and dull enough, God knows — 

We were to try how heavey He is. 
Much would it glad all hearts to hear 

Thati while the Nation's Revenue 
Loses so many pounds a year, 

The P ■ E , Godhless himl gains a few. 

With hales of muslin, chintzes, spices, 

I see the Easterns weigh their Kings ; — 
But, for the R— o — t, my advice is, 

We should throw in much heavier things : 
For instance— —'s quarto volumes. 

Which, though net spices, serve to wrap 
them ; 
Dominie St— -dd — t's Daily columns, 

" Prodigious !" — ^in, of course , we'd clap 
them — 
Letters that C — rtw — t's pen indites, 

In which with logical confusion^ 
The Major like a Minor writes, 

And never comes to a Conclusion :-r 
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Lord S—m—rs' pamphlet'-— or his fatad, 

(Ah that were worth its weight in lead !) 

Along with which we in may whip, sly, 

The Speches of Sir John C — x H— pp — sly j 

That Baronet of many wor^s. 

Who loYes so, in the House of Lords, 

To whisper Bishops — ^and so nigh 

Unto their wigs in whisp'ring goes> 
That you may always know him by 

A patch of powder on his nose ! — 
If this won't do, we in must cram 
The " Reasons" of Lord B— ck — gh — m ; 
(A Book his Lordship means to write. 

Entitled (' Reasons for my Ratting ;") 
Or, should these prove too small and light. 

His 's a host — we'll bundle that in I 

And, still should all these masses fail 
To stir the R — g — t's ponderous scale, 
Why then, my Lord, in heaven's name. 

Pitch in, without reserve or stint, 
The whole of R — gl — y's beauteous Dame— 

If that wont't raise him, devils' in't ! 

Consulted Murphy's Tacitus 

About those famous spies at Rome,* 

* The name of the first worthy who set up the trade of in* 
former at Rome (to whom our Olirers and Castleses ought to 
erect a statue) was Romanus Hispo ;— ** qui forman vitae iniit, 
qaam posteacelebrem miseris temporum et audacix homimim 
Iccerunt*' — Tacit. AAnal. 1. 74, 
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Whom certain Whigs — ^to make a fuss- 
Describe as much resembhog ns,^ 

Informing gentlemen at home. 
But, bless the fools, they canU be serious, 
To say Lord S — dm— th's like Tiberius \ 
What ! he^ the Peer, that injures no man, 
Like that severe, blood-thirsty Roman \ — 
*Tis true, the Tyrant lent an ear to 
All sorts of spies — ^so doth the Peer, too. 
'Tis true my Lords Elect tell fibs, 
And deal in perj*ry— rft^^o Tib's. 
*Tis true, the Tyrant sere en'd and hid 
His rougues frdm justicet — ditto Sid, 
'Tis true the Peer is grave and glib 
At moral speeches — ditto Tib. J 
'Tis true, the feats the Tyrant did 
Were in his dotage — ditto Sid. 

* They certainly possessed the same art oiinsHgatmg their 
victims, which the Report of the Secret Committee attributes 
to Lord Sidmouth^s agents : — ** soeiui (says Tacitus of one of 
them) libidinum et necessitatum} quo plurihus indidia inliga' 
ret.'' 

f ** Neque tamen id Sereno noxs fuit, quern odium publicum 
taHoremfadebat Namut quis districor accusator veUU sa' 
crOsanctus erai*' ^\nnal. Lib. 4} 36. — Or, as it is translated 
by Mr. Fudge's friend, Murphy :— ** This daring accuser had 
the airses of the people^ and the protection of the Emperor, Inr 
Jbrmers^ in proportion as they rose in guilt became aacred duL' 
actersJ'^ 

t Murphy even confers upon one of his speeches the epiliiet 
»» constitutional." Mr. Fudge might have added to his paral- 
lel, that Tiberius was a good private character :<^** egreginm 
vita haa&que quoad pnvoftis." 
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{So far, I own, the parallel 

'Twixt Tib and Sio goes vastly well ; 

But there are points in Tib that strike 

My humble mind as much more like 

Yonrself^ my dearest Lord, or him 

Of th' India Board — that soul of whim \ 

Like him, Tiberius lov'd his joke,*!^ 

On matters^ too, where few can bear one ; 
E. g. a man, cut up, or broke 

Upon the wheel — a devilish fair one ! 
Your common fractures, wounds, and fits, 
Are nothing to such wholesale wits ; 
But let the suflPrer gasp for life. 

The joke is then worth any money ; 
And, if he writhe beneath a knife) — 

Oh dear, that's something quite too funny. 
In this respect, my Lord, you see 
The Roman wag and ours agree : 
Now as to your resemblance — ^mum — 

This parallel we need not follow ;| 
Though 'tis, in Ireland, said by some 

Your Lordship beats Tiberius hollow ; 

* " Ludibria $eriis permiscere solitus." 

f There is one point of resemblance between Tiberius and 
LordC. which Mr. Fadg« mi^^hayemeiitioBed'— ^ mspentn 
semper ttobteurnvtrba,^ 
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Whips, chains — ^but these are things too serions 

For me to mention or discuss ; 
Whene'er your Lordship acts Tiberius, 

Phii/. Fudge's part is Tacitii^ / 

StfU t. 
Was thinking, had Lord S — dm— tb got 
Up any decent kind of Plot 
Against the winter-time — if not, 
Alas, alas, our ruin's fated ; 
All done iip, and ipifliccUed! 
Ministers and all their vassals, 
Down from C — tl ■ oh to Castles,*— 
Unless we can kick up a riot. 
Ne'er can hope for peace or quiet ! 
What's to be done ?— Spa-Fields was clever ; 

But even that brought gibes and mockings 
Upon our heads — so, mefiv>-4nust never 

Keep ammunitioB in old stockings ; 
For fear some wag should in his curst hea4 
Take it to say our ibrce was worHed, 
Mem. too-— when SiD« an army raises. 
It must not be ^' inc(^." like Baye$^ 9 : 
Nor must the General be a hobbling 
Professor of the art of Cobbling ; 
Lest men who perpetrate such puns, 

Should say, with JacolMnic g^in. 
He felt, from soleing Wellingtons^ 

A Wellington^ 9 great 9o%d within ! 

^ Short boots ao called. 
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Nor must an old Apotjiiecary 

Go take the Tower, for lack of pence, 
With (what these wags would call, so merry) 

Physical force and phial-euce \ 
No — no— our Plot, my Lord, must be 
Next time contriy'd more skilfully. 
John Bull, I grieve to say, is growing 
So troublesomely sharp and knowing, 
So wise-^in short, so JacoWn— 
'Tis monstrous bard to take him in. 

Sept. 6. 
Heard of the fate of our Ambassador 

In China, and was sorely nettled ; 
But think my Lord, we should not pass it o'er 

Till all this matter's fairly settled ; 
And hj^e'Svthe mode oceors -to me :-^ 
As none of our Nobility 
(Though for their own most graciovis King 
They would kiss hands, ot-— any thing) 
Can be persuaded to go through 
This farce-like tridcof the Ko-iou; 
And as these Mandarins wonHhendy 

Without some mumming exhibition. 
Suppose, my Lord, you were to send 

Grimaldi to them on a mission ; 
As Leg-ate Joe could play hk part, 
And if, in diplomatic art, 

a 
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The *' voltQ sciolto*'* 's meritorious^ 
Let Jol: but grin, be has it glorious! 

A title for bim 's easily made ; 

Andj by the by, oue Christmas lime, 
If I remember right, he play*d 

Lord MoRLEY io some pantomime ; — t 
As Earl of M— rl — t then gazette him, 
If t'other Earl of M— rl— y 'II let him. 
(And why should not the word be blest 
With two such stars, for East and West ?) 
Then, when before the Yellow Screed 

He's brought — and, sure, the very essence 
Of etiquette would be that scene 

Of Joe in the Celestial Presence!—*- 
He thus should say :— ^" Duke Ho and Soo, 
*' ril play what tricks you please for you, 
*' If you'll, in turn, but do for me 
*' A few small tricks you now shall see. 
" If I consult i^Mr Emperor's liking,^ 
** At least you'il'do the same for my King." 

* The open cotvitmanee, recommended by Lord Chesterfield. 

f Mr. Fudge is a little mistaken here. It was not (irimaldi, 
but some very inferior performer, who played this part of 
** Lord Morley" in the pantomime — so much to the horror of 
the distin^ished Earl of that name. The expostolatory let- 
ters of the Noble Earl to ^(r. H-rr-s, upon this vulgar profti- 
nation of his spick-and-span-new title, will, I trust, some tune 
or other, be given to the world. 
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He then should give them nine such grins, 
As would astound e'en Mandarins ; 
And throw such somersets before 

The picture of King George (God Bless him!) 
As, should Duke Ho but try them o'er. 

Would by CoKFUcius, much distress him I 

I start this merely as a hint, 
But think you'll find some wisdom in 't ; 
And, should you follow up the job, 
Hy son, my Lord, (you know poor Bob) 
Would in the suite be glad to go 
And help his excellency, Joe ; — 
At least, like noble Amh — rst's son, 
The lad will do to practice on,* 

• See Mr. Ellis's accoimt of the Bmbassn 



LETTER X. 



FROU MISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS D0R0TH7 



Well, it is nU the King, after all, my dear 

creature ! 
But donU you go laugh, now — ^there's nothing 

to quiz in't— - 
For grandeur of air and for grimness of feature^ 
He might be a King, Doll, though, hang hiin> 

he is n't. 
At first, I felt hurt, for I wished it, I own, 
If for no other cause but to vex Miss Malone,-- 
{The great heiress, you know, of Shandangan, 

who's here, 
Showing off with such airs, and a real Cash- 
mere,* 
While mine's but a paltry, old rabbit-skin, 

dear !) 
But says Pa, after deeply considering the thing, 
'* I am just as well pleas' d it should not be the 

King; 

* See Lady Morgan's ** France" for the anecdote, toJd her 
by Madame de Genlis, of the young gentleman whose love 
was cared by finding that his mistress wore a shawl " peau dc 
lapin." 
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As I think for my Biddy, so gentUle and joHe, 
Whose charms may their price in an honest 
way fetch, 
That a Brandenburgh" — (what is a Branden- 
burgh, Dolly ?)-— 
** Would be, after all, no such very great 
catch. 

If the R— G— T indeed—" added he, looking 
sly... 

(You remember that comical squint of his eye) 
But I stopped him with ** La, Pa, how can you 

say so, 
^^ When the R— »g — t loves none but old wo- 
men you know !" 
Which is fact, my dear Dolly— we, girls of 

eighteen > [seen ; 

And so slim — Lord, he*d think us not fit to be 
And would like us much better as old — ay, as 

old^ 
As ^bat Qoiitatess of Desmond, of whom I've 

been t^pld 
That she livM to much more than a hundred 

and tep. 
And was killed by a fall from a cherry-tree then ? 
What a frisky old girl ! but — to come to my 

lover, 
Who, though not a King, is a hero PU swear,rf.r* 
Yoji shall hear all that's happened, just briefly 

run over,, 

8* 
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Since that happy night, when we wkiskM 

throng the air! 
Let me see — ^^'twas on Saturday — ^yes^ Dollf, 

yes— 
From that evening I date the first dawn of my 

hliss ; 
When we both rattled off in that dear little car- 

ri^e, 
Whose journey, Bob says, is so like Love and 

Marriage, 
** Beginning gay, desperate, dashing, down-hilly, 
And ending as dull as a six-inside Dilly !"* 
Well, scarcely a wink did I sleep the night 

through. 
And, next day, having scribbled my letter to 

you, 
With a heart full of hope this sweet fellow to 

meet 
I set out with Papa, to see Louis Dix-hujt 
Make his bow to some half-dozen women and 

boys, 
Who get up a small concert of shrill Vive te 

Rots — 
And how vastly genteeler, my dear, even this is, 
Than vulgar Pall-Mall's oratorio of hisses I 
The gardens seem'd full — so, of course, we 

walk'd o'er 'em, 
*Moiig orange4rees, clipp'd into town-bred de- 
corum, 
• The caw, on the returoi are dragi^d up slowly by a cbaiu. 



And daphiies, ami vases, and many a statae 
There staring, with not e'en a stitch on them, 

at you i 
The ponds, too, we vie w'<I— stood awhile on the 

brink . 

To contemplate the play of those pretty gold 
fishes—* 
** Live Bullion^'*^ says merciless Bob> ** which, 
I think, 
Would, if coiVd, with a little fmntsaaceybe 
delicious !" 
But -jchat^ Dolly, what, is the gay orange-grate^ 
Or gold fishes to her that's in search of her 

love ? 
In rain did I wildly explore every chair 
Where a thing like ^ man was — ^no lover sate 

there ! 
In vain my fond eyes did I eagerly cast 
At the whiskers, mustachios, and wigs that went 

past, 

To obtain, if I could, but a glace at that curl« 

3>ut a^glimpse of those whiskers, as sacred, my 

girl, [giv'n, 

As the lock that, Pa says,* is io Mussulmea 

* For this scrap of knowledge ** Pa" was, ] susflect, iii- 
tiibted to a note upon Volney^s Ruins ; a book which usually 
lornis part of a Jacobin's library, and with which Mr. Fudge 
must liuvc been well acquainted at the time when he wrote 
Ijis '* Down with Kings," &c. The note in Volncy is as fol- 
l J ;t8 :— *» It h by this tuft of hair, (on the crown of the head^ 
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For the angel to liold by that '' lugs them £o 

heavea !*' — 
Alas, there went by me full many a qui^. 
And mustacbios in plenty, but nothing like his ! 
Disappointed, I found myself sighing out ^' well- 

a-day,"—- 
Thought of the words of T— m M — ^r'es Irish 

iWody, 
Something about the ** green spot of delight, ''* 
(Which, you know. Captain Macintosh sung 
to us one day) : 
1 Ah DoLLL, my ♦* spot" was that Saturday night, 

^ And its verdure how fleeting, had wither^ by 

Sunday I 
We din^d at a tavern — La, what do I say ? 
1 If Bop was to know ! — a Restaurateur^ s, dear ; 

Where your proper est ladies go dine every day. 
And drink Burgundy out of large tumblers^ 
I like beer. 

^ Fine Bob (for he's really grown super-fine) 

i Condescended, for once, to make one of the 

- party ; 

Qf course, though but three, we had dinner for 
nine , 



i 
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1 



f 



worn by the majorit/ of Mussulmans, that the Aogel of ih^ 
Tomb is to taka the elect and carry them to Pai-adise.»* 

* The young- lady, whose memory is not very correct, must 
aUude, I think, to the following lines : — 

Oh that fairy form is ne'er forgot. 

Which First Love trac'd ; 
Still it ltng*t'ing; haunts the j^^re^iiest «jK)f 
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And, in spite of my grief, love, 'I own I eat 

hearty. 
Indeed, Doi#l, I know not how 'tis, but, in 
grief, 
I have always found eating a wond'rous relief; 
And Bob, who's in love, said he felt the sarae> 

quite 
<< My sighs,'' said he, " ceaa'd iitrithtlie first 
I drank you ; 
^^ The lamb made me tranquil, th^ pi^s madetne 
light, 
" And — now that's all o'er — ^why, I'm^ — pret* 
ty well thank you 1" 

To my great annoyance, we sat rather late ; 
For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate 
About singing and cookery — Bobby of course, 
Standing up for the latter Fine Arts in full force ; 
And Pa saying, " God only knows which is 
worst, 
" The French singers or cooks, but I wish us 
well over it — 
'« What with old lady and Very, I'm curst 
If my head or my stomach will ever reco- 
ver it !" 

'Twas dark when we got to the Boulevard's to 
stroll, 
And in vain did I look 'mong the street Maca- 
ronis, 
When, sudden, it struck me — last hope of my 
soul — 
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That some angel might take the dear man t9 
ToRTONi'a !* 
We enter'd — and scarcely had Bob, with an air. 
For 2L grappa a la jardiniere calPd to the 
waiters, 
When, oh Doll 1 I saw him — my hero wa« 
there, 
(For 1 knew his white small-clothes and 

brown leather gaiters) 
A group of f£iir statutes from Greece smiling 
o'er him,t 
And lota of red currant-juice sparkling before 

him I 
Oh Dolly, these heroes — what creatures they 
are I 
In the boudoir the same as in fields full of 
slaughter ; 
As cool in the Beaujon's precipitous car, 

As when safe at ToRTONr's, o'er ic'd currant- 
water ! 
Hejoin'dus — imagine, dear creature, my ec- 

Stacy — 
Jpiil'd by the man I'd have broken ten necks to 

see 1 
Bob wish'd to treat him with Punch a la g!ace<, 
But the sweet fellow swore that my beatac, my 
grace, 

* A fashionable caftglmer on the Italian Boulevards, 
f ** You eat your ice at Tortoni's," says Mr. Scott, *• ondif^ 
M'^recma group. ^i 



And my jt-ne-saiB-quoi (then bis whiskers be 

twirled) 
Were, io him^ "on de top of all Ponch in de 

vorld."— 
Howpretty l-^thoughoft (as, of coarse, it must 

be) 
Both his French and his English are Greefc, 

DoLL^ to me. 
But, in short, I felt happy as ever fond heart 

did; 
And happier still, when 'twas fix'd, ere we parted. 
That, if the next day should be pastoral weather, 
We all would set off, in French buggies, to- 
gether, 
. To see Montmorency — ^that place which you 

know. 
Is. so famous for cherries and Jean Ja^ues 

Rousseau. 
His card then he gave us — the namcy rather 

creas'd — 
But 'twas Calicot — something — ^a Colonel, at 

least ! 
AAer which — sure there never was hero so civil 

—he 
Saw us safe home to our door in Ru Rivoli, 
Where his last words, as, at parting, he threw 
A soft look o'er his shoulders, were — " how do 

you do I"* 

* Not an unusual mistake with foreignerff. 
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But, lord, — there's Papa for the post— I'm «• 
vext — 

Montmorency must BOW, love, be kept for my 
next. 

That dear Sunday night ! — I was charmiogl; 

drest, 
And — so providential ! — ^was lo<>kiog my best ; 
Such a sweet muslin gown, with a flounce — and 

my frills, 
You've no notion how rich — (Though Pa has 

by the bills) 
And you'd smile had you seen, when we sat' 

rather near, 
J Colonel Calicot eying the cambric, my dear. 

Then the flow'rs in my bonnet — but, la it's in 

vain — 
So good by, my sweet Doll — ^I shall soon write 

again* B. F. 

Jiotabene — our love to all neighbours about — 
Your Papa in particular — how is his gout ? 
P, 5. — I've just open'd my letter to say. 
In your next you must tell me (now do Dollv,, 

pray. 
For I hate to ask Bob, he's so ready to quiz) 
What sort of a thing, dear, a Brandenbargh i«. 
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LETTER XI. 

FRpM PHELIM CONNOR TO 



^Es — Hwas a cause, as noble and as great 

. ^s ever hero died to vindicate — 
^ Nation's right to speak a Nation's voice, 
^nd own no power but of the Nation's choice ! 
Such was the grand, the glorious cause that now 
Hung trembling on Napoleon's single brow ; 

' Such the sublime arbitrement, that pour'd» 
In patriot eyes, a light around his sword, 
A glory then, which never, since the day 

' Of his young victories, had illum'd its way ! 

Oh 'twas not then the time for tame debates. 
Ye men of Gaul, when chains were {at your 

gates; 
When he, who fled before your Chieftain's eye, 
As geese from eagles on mount Taurus fly,^ 
Denounc'd against the land, that spurn'd his 

chain, 
Myriads of swords to bind it fast again — 
Myriads of fierce invading swords to track 

• See JElian, Lib. 5. cap. 29,— who tells us that these ge^se, 
from a consciousness of their own k>quacitj, always cross 
Mount Taurus with stones in their bills, to prev^t any un- 
lucky cackla from betraying them to the ^glea— $i«urcronai 

9 



Through your best blood his path of rengeaQCd 

back : 
When Europe's Kings, that never yet combinM 
But like those upper stars, that, when con- 
joint. 
Shed war and pestilence to scourge mankind, 
Gather'd around, with hosts from every shore. 
Hating Nafoleon much, but freedom more, 
And, in that coming strife, appalPd to see 
The world yet left one chance for liberty ! — 
No, 'twas not then the time to weave a net 
Of bondage round your Chief; to curb and fret 
Your veteran war-horse, pawing for the fight, 
When every hope was in his speed and might — 
To waste the hour of action in dispute. 
And coolly plan how Freedom's boughs should 

shoot, 
When your invade »*s axe was at the root I 
No, sacred Liberty ! that God, who throws 
Thy light around, like his own sunshine, knows 
How well I love thee, and how deeply hate 
All tyrants, upstart and legitimate—*- 
Yet, in that hour, were France my native land, 
I would have follow'd^ with quick heart and 

hand, 
Napoleon, Nero— *ay, no matter whom — 

To snatch my country from that damning doom^ 
That deadliest curse that on the conquer'd 

waits — 
A Conqueror's satrap, thron'd withiti her gates t 
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lYae, he was false— -despotio-^-all you pleate } 
Had trampled down man's holiest liberties-^ 
Had, by a genius, formed for nobler things 
Than lie within the grasp of vulgar Kings, 
But rais'd the hopes of men— «is eaglets fly 
With tortoises aloft into the sky — 
To dash them down again more shatteringly ! 
* All this I own— but still \ ^ * 



* Somebody (Fontenelle, I belie7e>has said, that if he ba4 
his band full of truths, he wou^d open but one finger at a time ; 
and I find it necessai^ to use the same sort of reserve with r»* 
epect to Mr. Phelim Connor's very plain-spoken letters. The 
xiemainder of this £pistle is so full of unsafe matter-of-fac^ 
that it must, for the present at least, l>e withheld froqi the pui|« 
lie. 
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LETTElfe XII. 

FROM HISS BIDDY FUDGE TO MISS DOROTHY 

At last, Dolly, — thanks to a potent emetic. 
Which Bobby and Pa, with grimace sympathetic, 
Have swallowed this morning, to balance the 

bliss 
Of an eel matelote and a bisque d^icrevisses — 
I've a morning at home to myself, and sit down 
To describe you our heavenly trip out of town. 
How agog you must be for this letter, my dear ! 
Lady Jane, in the novel, less languished to hear 
If that elegant cornet she met at Lord Nevill's 
Was actually dying with love or — ^blue devils. 
But Love, Dolly, Love is the theme / pursue ; 
With blue devils, thank heav'n, I have nothing to 

do— 
Except, indeed, dear Colonel Galicot spies 
Any imps of that colour in certain blue eyes. 
Which he stares at till /, Doll, at his do the 

same ; 
Then he simpers — I blush — and would often ex- 
claim. 
If I knew but the French for it, " Lord, Sir, for 
shame !" 

Well, the morning was lovely — the trees in full 
dress 
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Fot* the haippy occasioar--4he Bunshine BsspreBs-^ 
Had we order'dit, dear, of the best poet going. 
It scarce could be ifurnish'd more golden and 

glowing. 
Though late when we started, the scent of tb^ 

air 

Was like Gattie's rose-water-^^-and; bj:ight,b^re 

and there, 
On the grass an odd dew-drop was glittering yet, 
Like my aunt's diamond pin on her green tab^ 

binet ! 
And the birds seem'd to war})Ie as blest on the 

boughs, 
As if eac( a plum'd Calicot had for her spouse c 
And the grapes were ajl blushing and kissing in 

rows, 
And — ^in short, need I tell you, wherever one 

goes 
With the creature one lores, 'tis all cotdeur d§ 

rose ; 
And, ah, I shall ne'er, liv'd I ever so long, see 
A day such as that at divine Moptmorenpy ! 
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There was but one drawback — at ftrst when w<i 

started. 
The Colonel and i were inhumanly parted ; 
How cruel — ^young hearts of such moments to 

rob ! : 

He w^nt in Pa's buggy, and I went with Bqb ; 
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And, I own, I felt spiiefiilly happy to know 
That Papa and his comrade agreed but so^so. 
For the Colonel, it seems, is a stickler of Bo- 

ney's 

Serv'd with him, of course — nay, I'm sure they 

were cronies — 
So martial his features ! dear Doll, you can trace 
Ulm, Auster]itz, Lodi, as plain in his face 
As you do on that pillar of glory and brass,* 
•Which the poor Vvc de B — ki must hate so to 

pass ! ^% 
It appears, too, he made — as most foreigners 

do- 
About English affairs an odd blunder or two.. 
For exanaple — misled by the names, I dare say — >- 
He confounded Jack Castles with Lord 

C— GH^ 

And — such a mistake as no mortal hit ever on — 
Fancied the present Lord C — md — n the dever 
one ! 

But politics ne'er were the sweet fellow's trade ; 
'Twas for war and the ladies my Colonel was 

made. 
And, oh, had you heard, as together we walk'd 
Through that beautiful forest, how sweetly he 
^ talk^di 

And how perfectly well he appeared, Doll, to 
know 

*. The coluam ia HiiPlace Vendome. 
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All the life and adventures of Jean Jaques Rous- 
seau ! — J 

" 'Twas there," said he — ^not that his words \ 
can state — 

'Twas a gibb'rish that Cupid alone could trans- 
late ; — 

But ^^ there," said he, (pointing where, small 
and remote. 

The dear Hermitage rose,) *^ there his Julie he 
wrote, — 

" Upon paper gilt-edged,* without blot or 
erasure, 

** Then sanded it over with silver and azure, 

'< And — oh, what will genius and fancy not do ? 

" Tied the leaves up together with nompareille 
blue !" 

What a trait of Rousseau ! what a ctowd of emo- 
tions ' 
From saikd and blue ribbons are conjur'd up 
here ! 

Alas, that a man of such exquisite! notions 

* ** Employant pour eel a le plus beau papier dor6, enchant 
i^criture arec de la poudre d*azar et d*argeiit, et consant mes 
cahiers avec de la nompareille bleue.'* — La Coitfession^ Part 
2, liv. 9. . 

f This word *' exquisite, *' is evidently a fayounte of Mi<s 
Fu^e^s ; and I understand. she was not a Uttle angrj when 
her brother Bob committed a pun on the last two syllables of 
it in the following couplet : — 

** Pd iain praise your Poem— but tell me, how is it 
When I cry out "fisqaisite,*' M^ cries «* «pdM itV* 
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XndM Should send his poor brats to the Foun 

Thpil «ny <Jear! 

For 1 , 

y ** 'Twas herei too, perhaps/' Colonel Ca 

8erv^ said— 

As down the small garden he pensively le 
So t^ (Though once I could see his sublime for 

Via^ wrinkle 

4g y^ With rage not to find there the lov'd periwii 

Wbi< 

** 'Twas here he receiv'd from the fair D'Ej 

1^ ^p *• (Who call'd him so sweetly her Bear,] 

j^\^% ** That dear flannel petticoat, pulFd off tc 

Pqj. ' ** A waistcoat, to keep the enthusiast warm 

He 

3uch, DoLhi were the sweet recollectio 

And- ponder'd, 

p^Q^ As, full of romance, through that vallc 

wander'd. 

* The flower which Rousseau brought intd such 
But among the Parisians, by exclaiming one day, '^ Ah, vo 

' X W penrenche ." ' 

t " Jfofi ourSf voiU votre asylei- ■ . c t vous, imm 
viendrez-voMS pM aassi ?"—— — &c. &c. 
And I ^ Un jour, quMl geloit tr^s fort, en ouvrant un 

XJ^ll c|U*eUe m^envoyoit, je trouvai un petit jupon de flanel 

j^ . . gleterre, qu*elie me marquoit avoii* p6rt6, et dont ell« 

< que je me fisse faire un gilet Ce soin,* plus qu'ami 

AqcI parut si tendre, comme si elle se flSit d6poaili§e pour i: 

I que, dans mon CmotioD) je baisai Tingt 6}'j» en pleura 

tetctlejupoD.** 
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The flannel (one's train of ideas, how odd it is !) 
Led ns to talk about other commodities, 
Cambric, and silki and I ne'er shall forget, 
For the sun was then hastening in pomp to its set, 
And full on the Colonel's dark whiskers shone 

down, 
When he ask'd me, with eagerness— who made 

my gown ? 
The question confus'd rae — for Doll, you must 

know. 
And I ought to have told my best friend long ago. 
That, by Pa's strict command, I no longer em- 
ploy*. 
That enchanting coii^unere Madame le Roi, 
But am forc'd, dear, to have Victorine, who— 

deuce take her I — 
It seems is, at present, the King's mantua-maker- 
I mean of his party — and, though much the 

smartest, 
Le Roi is condemn'd as a rank Bonapartist.t 
Think, Doll, how confounded I look'd — so well 

knowing 
The Colonel's opinion9^-my cheeks were quite 

glowing; 

* Miss Biddy^s notions of French pronunciation may be 
perceived in the riiymea which she always selects for ** Ite 

f Ls Roi, who was the CouturUre of the )Smpress Maria 
Louisa, is at present, of course, out of fashion, and is succeed: 
cd in her station by the Royalist mantua-maker, Tictoiiinb. 
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I stammer'd out something — nay, even half^am'd 
The legitimate semstress, when, l^ud, he ex- 
claimed 
** Yes, yes, by the stitching 'tis plain to be seen 
** It was made by that Bourbonite b— — h, Vic- 

TORINE !" 

What a word for a hero ! — ^but heroes will err, 

And 1 thonght, dear, Td tell you things just as 
they were. 

Besides, though the word on good manners in- 
trench, 

I assure you 'tis not half so shocking in French. 

But this cloud, though embarrassing, soon pa^'d 

away, 
And the bliss altogether, the dreams of that day, 
The thoughts that arise, when such dear fellows 

woo us, — 
The nothings that then, lore, are every thing 

to us — 
That quick correspondence of glances and sighs, 
And what Bob calls Uie " Two-peony-Post of 

the eyes " n . 
Ah Doll ! though I A^no^v you've a hearty 'tis in 

vain 
To a heart so unpractis'd these things to explain. 
They can only be felt, in their fullness divine, 
By her who has wander'd, at evening's decline, 
Through a vajley lijce that, with a ColQnel like 

mine! 
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But here I must finish — for Bob, iny dear Dot* 

Whom physic, I find, always makes melancholy, 
Is seiz'd with a fancy for church-yard reflectionsi 
And. full ofall yesterday's rich recollections, 
Is just setting off for Montmartre-*-" for there is," 
Said he, looking solemn, '*the tomb of the 

Y^ys!* 
<* Long, long have I wish'd, as a votary true^ 

•' O'er the grave of such talents to utter my 
moans ; 
'* And, to-day — as my stomach is not in good cue 

«' For the^««^ of the V^rys — I'll visit their 
bones /" 
He insists upon my going with him^how teasing ! 

This letter, however, dear Dolly, shall lie 
Unseal'd inmy^draw'r, that if any thing pleasing 

Occurs while I'm out, I may tell you good bye. 
» B. F. 

Fovr o'clock* 
Oh Dolly, dear Dolly, I'mruin'd forever — ] 
I ne'er shall be happy again, Dolly, never! 
To think of the wretch — what a victim was I ! 
*Tis too much to endure-^I shall die, I shall 
die — 

* It is the brother of the pre^nt excellent Restaurateur who. 
lies entombed so ms^puficentlyia the Cimeti^re Alontmartre. 
^he inscription on the column at the head of the tomb coh* 
eludes with the following words— >** Toi^te sa ?ie jTiitca&sactfie 
au:^ arts ^tiies,^* 
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My brain's in a fever— my pahes beat ^ick'*-* 
I shall die, or, at least, be exceedingly sick i 
Oh, what do you think ? after all my romancing, 
My visions of glory, my sighing, my glancing. 
This Colonel — I scarce can commit it to paper — 
This Colonel's no more than a vile linen-dra- 
per ! ! 
'Tis true as I live — I bad coxM brother Bob so 
(You'll hardly make out what I'm writing, I sob 

so) 
For some little gift on my birth-dayr-Septem- 
bcr. 

The thirtieth, dear, I'm eighteen, yon remem- 
ber — 
That Bob to a shop kindly order'd the Coach, 
(Ah, little I thought who the shopman would 

prove) 
To bespeak me a few of those mauchairs^ depoche 
Which, in happier hours, I have sigh'd for, m^^ 

love, — 
(The most beautiful things — ^two Napoleons the 

price — 
And one's name in the comer ead^roider'd so 

nice !) 
Well, with heart full of pleasure, I enter'd the 

shop. 
But — ^ye gods, what a phantom ! — I thought I 

should drop — 
There he stood, my dear Dolly-— no room for 
• a doubt — 



'tiuiei Muad the vil6 counter, these, eyes 
V saw Um stand, 
Whb a piece of Prendi canlbric, before bun 
rolFd out, 
And tbat borfid yard^tteasure uphds'd in bis 
band ! 
Ob->— 'Fapa, aiH alo^, knew the secret, 'tis 

clear-— 
'Twas a shopman he meant % a ^* Brandea- 

b!U*gb," deaf! 
The man, whom I fondly bad fanciied a Sang, . 

And^ when f^a^ too delightful illusion was past. 
As a hero blul' Wotsbipp'd — vile, treacherous 
tbitig-'-- 
To tura otit'but a low Unen-draper at last! 
My bead swam around — the Wretch smiled ]( be- 

• ' liev^,^ ■ ■" 
But his smiling, ^laS| 6ould no longer d^ive-^- 
i fell back on Bob— -my Whole heart seemM io 

wither- — 
And, pale as a ghost,^ I wi& carried back hither ! 
I only reinember that BO0, as I caugbt bim, 
Witl^ cruel &ceii6usness said—-*' Curse the 
Kiddy ! 
^^ A staunch Revolutionist always I've thought 

binv 
^^ But now I find out he's ViOmnter one^ Brn- 

DY ! 

f 

to 

Aim. > -**■ 
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Only think, bdqt dear cceatort » if this dioidid be 

knofm 
To that saucy^ satirical thisg, Um KULtirt ! 
What a story 'twill be at Shatidaagan fer ever t 
What laoghs and what quimag sheV have 

with the men ! 
R will spread through the coaotry — and iie?er» 

oh, nerer 
Can BiDt^Y be seen at Kilrandy again ! 
Farewell — I shall do ^omthing desp'rate, I 

fear-— 
And ah, if my fate ever reaches your ear. 
One tear of compassion my Doll will not grudge 
To her poor— Inroken-hearted-'-^^i^OQng friend 

Biddy Fuook. 

fiota jB^ne-'-Pm sure you will hear$ with de** 
light, 

That we're going, aU three, to see BRvntfsr to- 
night. 

A laugh will revive me^-^and kind Mr. Cox 

(Do you know hin^?) has got us the Govemor's 



KOTES. 



Oh this kanungi what ft^iiiig4t is ! 



NOTES. 



Page 19. 
So Firii^md mknnden gaUy. 
It would b« anedi^og thini: to write fthiBtory of tbe priTate 
amttsements of sovereiffof, tracing them down Irom tlie ^ 
aticking of Domitian, the mote-catching of Ai'tefaanns, the 
hog-mimicking of Pannenides, the hone-cunyiag of Aretat, 
to the petticoat-embroidering of Ferdinand, and flie patient^ 
pl«iy ing of the P^— « Br-—rL ! 

Fhge25L 
Toot eurst tea and toast 
It Mr. Bob aware that hit contempt ibr tea renders him 
liable to a charge of nttetff^ f Such, at least, is the opinion 
cited in Chridian. SMtr, AmKHUA PkUokf^.'-^'' Atheumin- 
terpretabatur hominem ad hoibft The aTertnm.^' He would 
not, I think, have been so irreverent to this beverage of scho- 
lars, if hfi had read Fdar FetWs Poem in praise of Tea, ad^ 
dressed to the learned Aief— or the Bpigraphe which JMUt- 
mu wrote for an altar he meant to dedicate to this kerb— or 
the Anacreontics of Peter pr^neku^ m which he calls Ten 

Qeoy, Senv, SseHWiv. 
The following passage from one of these Anacreontics will, 
I have no doubt, be gratifying to dl true Theists. 

A1801 DO venof H^ih 
He 1101 Smmovoimu 
£iitiqpois cv iiqff ivofoi* 
Ttt aoUsT vyciRWOi 
Kototf x^eam ve^m. 
Wl^h m%j be &us translated : 

Yes, le|Hebe, ever yooag, 
High IP heav*a her Nectar Md^ 
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ip4 to Jove*s immoBttl (hfWii^ 

Pbar the tide in cups of gold-^ 
i^U not enTj heaven*! Ptrinces, 

While, with snowy han^j, for nw 
Katx the china tea-cup rinces, 

And ponra out her best Bohea ! 

Page 34. 
Htn hnakwqff, at Udt unhaOm^d name. 
The late lord G. of Irefand ha^ a curioys theory about 
iMi-— he held tiiat eve«y inan^tli tkree names was a jucp- 
iL His instances in Irdand were numerous :— -riz. Archl- 
Id Hamilton Rowan, Theobald WoUe Tone, James Ifapper 
indjr, John Fhilpot Curran,ftc. Ac. and, in England* ^e pro- 
loed as emmpies) Charles JaniesFos, Richard Brinsley 
lieridan, John- HorneTooke, Francis Burdett JVmes, &c. &c. 
The Bionaas called a thief ** hnnatrimn Uterarum.*' 
^ Ton* triumliteranim homo 

Me vihlperas ? Fur.* 

Flautus, Aulular. Act 2. Scene 4. 



■%ge «^K 
The Tetfamn^ turned intb nuto^rttiits tvlgMf. 
«' The Old Testament^** sajrs this ft^tncal Critic in the 
SeaeHe de France, ** is a mine of gold for the pnanagers of 
mr small play-houses. A miiltitude crowd round the Thea- 
tre de la Gait€ every evening to se^ the Passage of the Red 
Sea.w 

In the play-bill of one of these sacred melo^drames at Vien^ 
na, we find '* The voice of O-^, by M. Schwartz/* 

P^e 50. 
7\imsft&ni kSs vieHma to HU glfe$. 
And kit ^em'boik weli executed. 
How amply these ^o propensities of the Noble Lord woold 
have been gratified among that antient people of fitmria, wlio» 



* DUnddtm -supposes thJis word to ]be a glo$seam .*— that isylm 
jMMu **|>'ttr*' has made his escape from the mai|[in ittit ifte 
^?t. 
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llic jQWid of flutes ! 

Page 47. 
Note. 
No qne tjan unspeet Boileiaip of a aneer bX bis ror^ master, 
but (he followii^ lines, intended for praise, look very like one. 
Describing the cf tebr^te^ pass^re of the Rhine, ^T^riiig >jrh^l| 
Louis remaiiied on tl^ safe side of the river, he ^^ 
Louis, les anim^t du feu de son courage. 
Be jM^i detagmdmrf qui Pattachdaurwi^e!^ 
' ' ' Epit.4. 

Page 72. 
TiUfine tfdotk brings v^ tM hour jo ppisjmloiir. , 
Had Mr. Bob^s Difmer Epistle been inserted, iwas pi^pand 
with an abundance Wl^anned matter to illifstratoit^ for whicb, 
as, indeed, for allmj ^*«cieatta popinae,'^ I am indebted to a 
friend in the Dublin Ifaiwtrsitj— whofe lytfi^ing fyanertf lay 
in &e ffKif^line ; but, in consequence of the P^vost*8 enlight- 
^ed alarm at such studies, he has taken to the authf^rt ** 4fi 
M eibariiP* instead ; and has leHBodin, Remgwtf Jgpgf^ ^^ 
his little dog, HUhkiSf for Jpidutf Ifonius^ and that most 
Jeamed and savottiy Jesuit, Su/«i^eni«. 

Page 72. ^^, 

Note. 
Lampreys, indee^, seeip to have bee;i always a favouritu 
dish with Kings — ^whe^r tnm soipi^ cqi^geaiality l^twean 
them and that fish, I know not ; but Dio Cataius tells U9 that 
PoUio fattened his lampreys wit}( human blood. St. Louis of 
France was particularly fond of them.— See the anecdote of 
Thomas Aquinas eating up his majesty's lamprey, in a ootft 
upon HttbtUiit^ liv. 3. chap. 2. 

Page 89. 
<' Lht ftiittton/' aayi nmciUss Boh, *' nkkh / ffttnfe 
«' Wvuld, if coWd mtk a lUtU mint uiiee, h ddicim !^ 
tfir. Bob need not be ashamed of his cookfsry jol^, wibin 

* Sendees 



ne 



lw^lBB|itincoiiBttniicebyaachimn«fGMero,^l Attgiuihieg 
tnd that Jovial bialiop, FmanHut FMumhu. The pun cf the 
great orator vpon the ** jus Verrinam,** which he callg bad. 
Atf-6rBf4, from a plaj upon both the words, is well kaown ; 
and the Saint's puns upon the conversion of liOt*t wife i«to 
salt are equally ingenious :•— '* In salem conversa hominijtnis 
fidelibus quoddam prsestitit eoniimaUum, quo sapiani aUquidf 
iliide illttd caveatur eieniplam/*-*-<ie CivUat, Dn, iAb. 16. ea|i. 
30. — ^The Jokes of the pious favourite of Queen Radagunda* 
iSbA convivial bishop Fenaeniiui^ may be found among his poo 
ems, in some lines against a cook who had robbed him. The 
following is similar to CieeruU pun. 

Plus/uKctfa Cod quam Qiea Jimi Talent 

^ his poems, Ctrpui P^etar. Latm. Tom. 2, p. 1732.-^ 
Ae same kind was Mmimaur^i joke, when a di«i was spiU 
over him — ^ summunl jus, summa injuria;** and the same ce- 
lebrated parasife, in ordering a sole to be placed before him, 
said, 

filig^ cui dicaS| lu mibi sola places. 

The reader maj likewise see, among a good deal of kitchen 
erudition^ the learned Lipnw''s jokes on cutting up a capon, 
lt> his Saiitmal Sermon, Lib. 2. cap. 2. 

Page 94. 
Upm thgit^ and cookery 9 Bobby ^ qfeowH^ 
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in/vUforu: 
Cookeiy has been dignified bj the researches of a BataH i 
(see his Natund History^ Receipti^ &c.) and takes its station sn 
one of the Fine Arts in the following passage of Mr> DngM 
Stewiri,'-** Ag^eably to this view of the subject, itoeei may 
be said to be wtrhmadiy pleasing, and bitter to be relatively 
pleasing ; which both are, in many cases, equally essential to 
diose effects, which, in the art of cookeiy, correspond to that 
eompodte beauty ^ which it is the object of4be painter and of the 
poet to create.** PhUaeophieal Essays, 



"^e foUcxwi^g occasional pieces have alf eadf 
appeared in my friend Mr, Perry's paper, and 
are here, **hy desire of several persom of dis? 
^inctiiNi/' reprinted. 



LINES 

ONVjn 
BSATHOF MR. F«-RC— V^JU 

In the dii|:e we sung over him no censure was heaid^ 
UoemhiUerM and free did the tear-drop descend ; 

We forgot, in that hour, how the statesman had en^« 
And wept for the husband, the father, and friend ! 

Oh« proud fias tiie mi»«d his integrity woD, 
And generous indeed were the tears that we 8he4» 

When, in jprief, we forgot all the ill he had done, 
And, though wrongM by him, living, bewailM him 
when dead. 

Even now, if one harsher emotion intrude, 
'Tis to wish he had chosen some lowlier state. 

Had known what he was— and, content to be good. 
Had ne'er, for our ruin, aspirM to be gr^. 

So, left tiirougfa their own little orUt to more, 
His years might hare roU'd inoffensive away ; 
children might still have been bless'd widi bis 
love. 
And England would ne'er hare been cursM witli 
his sway* 



Sib, 
In Older to eaq^adn tlie foUowing Fragment, it h 
necetoary to refer four readers to a late florid descrijK 
lion of tlie Parilkm at Br%fatoii, in the apartments of 
iirbich, wearetold, '^Ftrw, TJuChineaeBirdofllay'' 
a%" is a principal emament. 

I am, Sir, youn^ Ac. 

MUBf. 

FUM AND Hum, the TW& BIRDS 
OP KOYALTY. 

A FRAGMENT. 

tyU% day the Chinese'Bird of Royalty, FoM*, 
Thus accosted our own Bird of Royalty, Hum, 
In that Palace or China-shop (Brighton, which is it i} 
Where Fctm had just come to pay Hum a short visit — 
Near akin are tiiese Birds, though they differ in nation, 
(The breed of the Hums is as old as creation) 
Berth, fttU-craw'd Legitimates— ho6i, birds of prey, 
Both, cackling and ravenous creatures, half way 
*Twist ^e goose and the vulture, like Lord 

C— 'STL I "O H ; 

IVhile Fuiiidea]e.in Mandarins, Bonnes, Bohea, 
Peers, Bishops, and Punch, Hum, are sacred to thee ! 
So congenial their tastes, that, when Fum first ^ 

light on 
The floor of that grand China^warehouse at Brighton* 
The lanterns, and dragons, and things round the dome 
W4»re so Uk» what he left, <* Gad/' says Fum, <' I'm 

at home*"'— 



^ 



Ho 

Attd|ilM,«taniiit^JM<&wBMwip]>;-^ '^Zooial, 

it U," 
Qaotb ^ Bird, " y«8^I kiftiryiii— a BMUBe> by ht9 

pbys«» 
<^ And that jolly old idol bd kneels (o so low 
<f Can be none but our round-About godbead, fat F<r!'' 
tt cbancM, at this moment, th' Episcopal Prig^ 
Was imploring the P ni e' to dispense with his wig»* 
Which the Bird, overfaeariu^, flew high o'er bis head. 
And some ToBiT-like fbarks of his patrona|fe shed. 
Which so dimmM the poor Daudy's idolatrous eye. 
That, while Fum cried'** oh Fo !" all the Court cried 

••oh fie!" 

But, a truce to digression — these Birds of a feather 
Thus talked, t'otiier night, on State matters togetb^^: 
The F— -N-E just in bed, or about to depart for't. 
His legs full of gout, and his arms full of ,) 

*' i say, Hun," says Ftm— Fum, of course, spoke 

Chinese, 
But, bless you, that's nothings— at Brighton one see^ 
Foreign lipg^s and Bishops Iran^lale^ with ease-^ 
" 1 say. Hum, how fares it with Royalty now ? 
•* Is it up? is it firime? is it */M>onry— orhow?*' 
(The Bird had just taken a flash -man's degree 
Under B k, Y th, and young Master 

L ) , 

** As for us in Pekin"— — here, a dev'l of a din 
From the bed-chamber came, where that long Man* 

darin, 

* In consequence of an old prpmiae, tbtit Jie sbdiddjbe atloniw 
ed to wear his own hair, whenever he might be elevated to a 

Bishopric* hy his R 1 H ■ ■ ■ ■ gs. 




C^-HiTz.«»-*-«qK (iriMMft Tom tn^ ^ Cmi^^dmm St 

Prose) 
Was rehearsing a qpeeeb upoa Euiaope's rtpdse 
To the deep, double baas of the fat I<kl's nose ! 
( A*ola &e»^— bis Lordship and Ir*-¥— -]if<-->& emaHi 
In collateral liae8> from the old Mother Hum, 
C— HTTL " ■ QM a HuM^bogH-^-L— «^<>«-i7-^L a HtmM 

drum.) 
The Speech being fiaisb'dt out rush'd C-*STi.— «oii^ 
Saddled Hvin in a huny, aod» whip, sp«r, wtnf \ 
Through the regions of air, like a Sn^ ob his bobhy^ 
Ne'er paus'd, tjU he lighted in St. Stephen's lobby. 



LINES ON THE DEATH W SH— R— D— N, 

Principibua placuisfe viris.— ^of«<. 

Yes, grief will have way-— but the fast falling tear 
Shall be mingled with deep execrations on those, 

Who cooTd bask in that Spirit*s meridian career^ 
And yet leave it thus lonely and dark at its close :«»- 

Whose vanity flew round him, only while fed 

By the odour his fame in its sumiiner^time gave ;«NMi 

Whose vanity now, with quick scent for the dead« 
Like the Ghole of th^ East, comes to feed at his 
grave ! 

Oh ! it sickens the heart to see bosoms so hollow, 
And spinti^o mean in Cher gpreat and high-born ; 

To think what a long line of titles may follow 
The rcllc9 of him who died— -friendless and lortfl 



How niM th^ can pfe«8 to Urn Im^n^vm^, 
Of one, whom they shusuM in his piokneM vM 
sorrow:— 

How bailiffs wmj seize bis last blanket, to-day^ 
Whose pall shall be held up by nobles, to-momiw. 

And Thou, too, whose life^ a sick epicnre's diean^ 
Incoherent and groas^ even grosser had pass'd. 

Were it not for that cordial and soul-girlng beam, 
Which his friendship and wit o'er thy nothingness 
cast : — 

• 

jITo, not for Uie weal^ of tiie land, that supplies thee 
With miiliiHis to heap upon Fopp«ry's shnae ;^ 

No, not lor the riches of all who despise thee, 
Tho' this would make Europe*! whole opulence 
mine;— 

Would I suffer what— ey'n in the heart that thbu 
hast— 
All mean as it ifr*-must hare consciously bumM, 
When the pittance, which shame had wrung from 
thee at last, 
And which found all his wants at an end, was re- 
turn'd !* 

<* Was this then the fate !"— future ages will say, 
When some names shall live but in history's curse ; 

W6en Truth will be heard, and these Lords of a day 
Be forgotten as fools, or remember'd as worse ;— 

• The sum was two hundred ponnds-^&S^fed when Sh-r-d -a 
could no longer take any sustenance^ and declined, for him 
iy his fnenak 



-• - 



^ 



y 
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'^ Was Oiii &cd the 1^ iif ^t %1i*gifled inaQ, 
** The pride of the palace, the hower and the hall^ 

** The orator— -dramatist-^minslTel, — who ran 
« Through each mode of the lyre, and was master 
of all ! 

*' Whose mind was an essence, compounded with art 
** From the finest and best of all other niien% 
powers ;— 
*< Who ruled, like a wizard, the world of the heart* 
** And could call up its sunshine, or bring dowo 
its showers !•— 

^* Whese humour, as gay as the fire-fiy^s %ht, 
<*Play'd round every subject, and shone as it 
playM;— 

*< Whose wit, in the ccmibat, as gentle as bright, 
*^ Ne'er carried a heart-stain. away on its blade ;--^ 

*« Whose eloquence — ^bright'ning whatever it tried^ 
** Whether reason or fancy, the gay or the grave,— 

** Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide, 
*' As ever bore Freedom aloft on its ^ve V 



r»» 



Yes— such was the man, and so wretc^d his fkte ;«« 
And thus, sooner or later, shall all have to grieve. 

Who waste their mom's devf in the beams of tk^ 
Great, 
And expect 'twill return tq refresh them at eve ! 

In the woods of the North there are insects that prey 
On the brain of the elk till his very last sigh ,* 

* Naturalists have observed that, upoa ^dissecting an elk^ 
there was found |in its head some large flies, with jtH braia[ 
ahnost eateo away by them^£ftf<9ry ^ PcUoyi. 
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HhOeBMt! ^ pfttvoBi, ttioM trael tiuu they. 

Fintfecd90tbybi«iD8yaadtli«ile«vellMtodfel ^ 

1 

1 

EPISTLE 1 

raOM 

TOM CRIB TO BIG BEN 

coHCBiimie tmtM wool plat in a latb tbarsactiok.* 



•' Ahi, mio Bm !**— JMailaj^.f 

WoAT ! Ben, my M hem, is this your ranoirB ! 

Ift this tbe new go /— >Mck a man when be't dowa ! 

When the foe hat kpoched undery to tread on him 

then-- 

By the fist of my father, I blash flor thee, Bsn ! 

^^Fonl I fool !" all the lads of the fancy exclaioHiii^ 

Cbablbt Saoex is deotrified^BsLCHna apiti 
flame— 

And MoLTincux-P-ay, eren Blacxt cries <* shame !'* 

Time was, when John Bull little difference spied 

'Twixt the foe at his feet, and the friead at his side : 

When Iks found (such his humour in ^hting an4 

eating) 

* Written loon AfterBoii^mrte*8tran8portatioBtoSt.Releiit. 
t Tom, I suppose, wss^ assisted** to tbismotia by Mr. Jacksoa, 
YrkO| it 19 weU known, keeps the most learned company goin^. 
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B^i Ufa fofi, lik^ bis beef-steak, the sweeter for beatings— 
B«t tbi« odtnes, Master Ben, of year curst foreig^Q 

notions, 
Tour trinkets, wtgs, thingumbobs, gold lace an^ 

lotions; 
Your Noyaus, Cura9oas, and the Devil knows what — 
(One swig of Blue Ruin* is worth the whole lot!) 
Your great and small crosses — (tny eyes, what a 

brood! 
A cross-buttoc^c from me would do some of theni 

good !) 

Which have spoilt you, till hardly a drop, my old 

porpoise. 
Of pure English clarel is left in your corpus: 
And (as Jim says) the only one trick, good or bad. 
Of the fancy you're up to, is /dfitn^, my lad ! 
Hence it comes, — Box? ana, disgrace to thy page f-~ 
Having floored, by good lock, the first swell of the age. 
Having conquer^ the prime one that miWd us all 

' round, 
You kickM him, old Ben, as he gasp'd on the ground ! 
Ay— -just at the time to show spunk, if yoa'd got 

any- 
Kicked hiirt, and jawM him, and lag*d^ him to 

Botany I 
Ob, shade of the Cheesemonger !% yov^ who, alas I 
Doubled ufi, by the dozen, those Mounseeitrin brass* 

^Gin. 

f Transported. 

I A LiftR Guardsman, one of the Fancy , who distinguishedh^ 
IcUV and was killed in the memorable sct-tg^X Waterloo. 
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Oil that gifftt day of Milfj^gTt when blfx»d lay ^ lalee^^ 
"Whmi Kings heldte bottle, and Emope tiie stakes, 
liook down upon Bkn — see him dunghUl all o'er. 
Insult tlie fall'n foe, tbat can harm him nn nire ; 
Oat, cowardly spooney / — a|^n and ag^ain, 
By die fist of my father, I blush for thee, Bsir. 
To ihmo the wkUe feaiher is many men's doom. 
But, what of one feather ?—Bfiif shows a idko/^l'tof^* 
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